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(HE land of gallant hearts," Scotland is the nursery of 
song. What natives of Caledonia lack in culture, or in 
the personal graces, is compensated to them in the love of 
melody. With a natural music the land is resonant The breeze 
which rushes wildly on the uplands, sighs in the correi, and in the 
vale breathes softly. The mountain which on its crest shelters 
the eagle, harbours at its base the merle and the thrush. Be- 
tween the gentle ripple of the brook in its progress to the ocean, 
and the roar of the torrent on the mountain-side, there is an ever- 
varying cadence. It is meet that the inhabitants of a country of 
hill and dale, forest and meadow, should love melody and 
cherish it 

If culture is a denizen of the valley, the fire of independence 
first glowed upon the hill-top. Whether the race of primeval 
giants were hill-men, we know not ; but it is certain that European 
civilisation, and that of Scotland in particular, came with those 
who migrated from the Ural Mountains. Dwellers in the uplands 
have ever combined a brilliant fancy with an ardent patriotism. 
Scottish valour was cradled'among the mountains. The Romans 
planted themselves in Caledonia, but might notj by wall or war- 
chariot, maintain their hold. The English Norman kings could 
in the north strike terror, but might not enslave. 



IV. BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH. 

The consciousness that he belongs to an unconquered race has 
sustained the native of the north in every circumstance of trial. 
Even when thrust down and trampled upon, he summons up 
courage and regains his strength, remembering from whence he 
sprung. He who has been accustomed to hardship in his youth 
will not complain of roughness when he is old. The valorous 
who has no personal enemy to contend with, will seek to obtain 
mastery over himself. 

These reflections have been suggested in contemplating the 
career of James Currie. Born in 1829, at Selkirk, the capital of 
Ettrick Forest, his childhood was associated with scenes famous 
in story, and with events chronicled in ballad. Within a few miles 
of his birth-spot was Abbotsford, the home of that illustrious 
minstrel who revived old times in imperishable story; also 
Altrive, where James Hogg sung the simple joys of the hill-side. , 
But Curriers immediate surroundings were not suited any more 
than were Chatterton's to the development of genius. His 
loving grandparents tended and sheltered him in his early years. 
His grandfather was parish sexton, and a believer in spectres, which, 
he held, wander^ at night in solitary places, especially in the kirk- 
yard*. Familiar with eerie tales, young Currie might have led his 
muse into fairyland, but that a sweet maiden -smiled upon his boy- 
hood) and loviiigly enchanted him. After being a short time at 
school, he in his ninth year entered a woollen factory. Here 
he worked eleven hours daily, young as he was. To one of a poetic 
temperament, such toil was overwhelming : his youth was without 
sunshine. He began to despair, and, enlisting as a soldier j escaped 
from labours- which more than crushed him. In the 79th 
regiment^ associated with the memory of Richard- Cameron and 
the struggle for liberty^ civil and religious, he was at home. 

With the Cameron Highlanders, he was sent to the Crimea. 
When the first expedition was ordered to Kertch, the 79th was 
unable to proceed j as it had been decimated by choleraic ailments. 
Currie, who kept wellj was one of those appointed to wait upon 
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the sicky which he did with a fearless ardour and unshrinking 
courages During the subsequent campaign, he was, notwith- 
standing the privations and hardships of the terrible winter, daily 
at his post At length came the great storming. Currie took 
part in the struggle, and fought desperately. On the 8th Septem- 
ber, 1855, almost in the hour of victory, he was smitten down with 
the loss of his right arm. On his recovery he was dischai^ed, 
and compensated for the loss of his arm with a pension of one 
shilling perday. 

Returning to Selkirk, he became post-runner to Yair. During 
the six years he held this office, he secured many friends, and 
gained general respect. He occupied his evening hours in writing 
for the Border journals, both in prose and verse. Obtaining em- 
ployment in the establishment of Messrs Cochrane, millowners, 
Galashiels, he removed thither, afterwards to the village of Darnick 
in the- vicinity. After twelve years, his services were, without 
cause assigned, dispensed with summarily. He now- resides at 
Motherwell, in the Vale of Clyde. 

Steady, sober, and industrious, James Currie is an intelligent 
companion, an obliging neighbour, and more than a credit to the 
humble race from which he springs. Amidst provocation, he has 
forborne retaliation ; amidst hardship, he has prudently kept silence. 
At one period he joined in the cup of mirth, and sought it too freely; 
this is of the long past. He is a consistent abstainer from alcoholic 
stimulants; and singing of freedom, he is himself free. He is 
married: the girl of his heart, who anxiously prayed for his 
preservation during his Crimean struggles, became at the close his 
wedded wife. Their children — a son and two daughters — are 
settled and married, and all of them hold their poet-sire in much 
affection. 

Hitherto we have not referred to Currie's capabilities as a poet. 
To any lofty genius he does not pretend. He has invoked the 
muse as a solace, and published verses in the hope that 
words and thoughts which have cheered himself may interest and 
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comfort others. His numbers are, like his themes, unambitious. 
Loving his country and his kindred, he has celebrated the one and 
lovingly depicted the other. His joys being of the home, he has 
sung of them. Like other Scottish bards, he has portrayed the 
charms of rural life, and, celebrating the cottage, has depicted the 
beauty of cottage maidens. Personally benevolent, he has praised 
the generous; himself upright, he has unveiled pretence and 
scourged it. His verses are not always smooth, yet in their rugged- 
ness are bound up individuality and strength. His simplest 
numbers never lack tenderness or force. A son of the Forest, he 
sustains not unworthily the skill and rhythm of its elder minstrels. 
His former volume, "Wayside Musings," which appeared in 1863, 
proved acceptable to his neighbours, and the subscription-list which 
has brought the present volume into existence is a large one. 
James Currie is one of a number, in Scotland not rare, whose 
intelligence is less due to scholastic training than to strong 
intellectual vigour, intensified by reflection and strengthened by 
diligence. 
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^TJI WAKE, my Muse, burst forth in song with more than wonted 
^ ^ power ! 

Thy lays, perchance, may others cheer when clouds of sorrow lour. 
To me thou hast a solace been when sorrows pierced the heart. 
Awake I Who knows but thou may joys to other hearts impart ? 
The miser gloating o'er his gold will lend no listening ear — 
The soulless music of his god he only loves to hear. 
The tyrant with an oath may scorn to list thy simple lays : 
Well, let him pass ; no song of thine shall echo in his praise. 
And he who cares for nought but self will pass unheeding by : 
Thou'lt touch no kindly feeling there — my Muse, thou need'st 

not try. 
Those deeply learned in mystic lore, who "know," yet little know — 
The would-be wise, yet arrant fools — may thee no mercy show. — 
Still, there are some — I feel there are — who'll own thy potent power 
To soothe the grief-o'erladen heart in sorrow's lonely hour. 
Whene'er thou breath'st in gentle tones a sympathetic lay 
For those who mourn some cherish'd one for ever pass'd away ; 
And thy untutor'd strains, my Muse, may reach some patriot's ear, 
And fan the flame of love that glows within a heart sincere. 
But, joy or sorrow, peace or war, whate'er thy themes may be. 
If thou canst touch an honest heart, 'tis all I ask of thee. 
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^CVHILST reading an* pondering my manuscript o'er, 
C^ I felt there was nocht worth preserving 
Save ane or twa verses, perhaps hauf a score — 
The rest needed cooking an' carving. 

" Guid save us !" quo' I, "ha'e I laboured for years 
Tae bring forth a mountain, when, lo ! 
There's nocht but a wee moudie-hillock appears ? 
That stifles me waur than a blow." 

I seized a' the trash that together I'd strung, 

Save ae piece — 'twas left i' the hurry, — 
Syne up frae my auld elbow-chair I sprung, 

My heart an' my brain in a flurry. 

My auld wifie grat, for she thocht I'd gane gyte, 
When she saw the leaves twirl i' the air ; 

But a smile lit her face when they gaed oot o' sicht. 
Syne she lauched at my look o' despair. 

** The seed that ye've scatter'd to-day shall tak' root, 
An' sune frae true hearts 'twill be springing ; 
The wee buds shall blossom an' ripen tae fruit, 
An' a' your despair turn tae singing." 

Ma certy, guidwife, gin it's true what ye say, 
There's nae use in moping and mourning. 

My heart yet is young, though my hair it is grey. 
An' my bosom wi' poesy's burning ! 
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I'd fain deeper drink o' the pure crystal streams 
Frae the heichts o' Parnassus that flow, 

An' sing frae the heart whatsoe'er be the themes, 
Gin the Muse but the giftie bestow. 

I'd sing o' the floo'rets that bonnily blaw, 
Oor hills, an' oor glens o' green bracken, 

An' up frae the depths o' my mem'ry reca' 
The past wi' its pleasures forsaken. 

Then come, mystic Muse, let us strike up a stave, 
An' infuse in't a flaucht o' your fire ; 

My wish is tae sing o' the bonnie and brave. 
Till the embers o' life shall expire. 




'HE bugle is soondin' " The Bonnets o' Blue," 
An' that is the Camerons' ca', lassie ; 
Ilk hero maun sune tae that land bid adieu 
Sae dear tae the hearts o' us a', lassie. 

The field is before us whaur mony may fa'. 
Your lover, perchance, 'mang the rest, lassie ; 

But dinna gi'e way, for the Ruler o' a' 

Has planted strong hopes in my breist, lassie. 

Tho' tears o' affection may yet dim my e'e 
For some wha in battle may fa', lassie, 

My thochts maunna rest on the sorrows I'll see. 
But cherish fond hopes when awa', lassie. 
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Tae ken that thou lo'est me will lichten the heart 
An' bear me thro' ilk tryin' scene, lassie ; 

Thy love tae my bosom will pleasures impart. 
An' happy I'll be, as I've been, lassie. 

Ae kiss, my dear Annie, syne fareweel awhile, 
An' trust i' the heart that is thine, lassie. 

Thro' ilk changing scene, this I pledge wi' a smile : 
I'll lo'e thee while life shall be mine, lassie. 

On fields that are blood-stained thy lover may tread 
Whaur thoosands may fa' but tae dee, lassie ; 

Still, safe thro' ilk danger, 'midst dying and dead, 
I'll come back tae Scotland an' thee, lassie. 
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HERE'S nane can better lo'e than me 
The bonnie floo'ers o' Spring, 
Or Simmer floo'rets, fair tae see, 
That cheer the heart an* charm the e'e. 

An' ither blessings bring. 

When hauden doon wi' warldly care, 

Or sorrows pierce the breast, 
Sweet Spring an' Simmer's perfumed air 
Relieves the heart when sad an' sair. 
An' soothes ane's wild unrest. 
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I lo'e the floo'ers whatever their hue — 

I lo'e them ane an' a' — 
The red, the white, an' bonnie blue, 
That deck oor sunny braes anew 
When Winter gangs awa'. 

But there's ae gem amang the rest — 

Auld Scotia's heather-bell — 
While life is mine I'll lo'e it best : 
It strikes a chord within my breast 
Weel ken't tae Jamie's sel'. 

O ! weel I mind, as 'twere yestreen. 
His whisper'd vow tae me — 
" Nae mair will heather-bells be seen, 
Nae mair will lovers coort at e'en. 
Ere I prove fause tae thee !" 

Still heather-bells bloom on our hills, 

Still lovers coort at e'en. 
And still love Jamie's bosom fills — 
Ay ! pure an' sparkling as oor rills 
His love for me has been. 

An' tho' the auld guidman an' me 
Feel Time on auld fowk tells 

We'll lo'e the floorers sae fair tae see ; 

We've lo'ed them lang, an' till we dee 
We'll praise the heather-bells ! 
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vm| ftTIMES I've gazed wi' beaming eyes 
^ ^ On floo'ery meads an' cludless skies 

In lands ayont the sea ; 
But Oriental scenes, tho' grand, 
Ne'er touch'd the heart wi' magic wand 
Like some in oor ain Border-land 

That aye were dear tae me. 

Wi' bated breath I've watch'd at e'en 
The god of day in gowden sheen 

Dip down in Azof s sea ; 
An' there were floo'ers o' ev'ry hue, 
On every hand in beauty grew ; — 
But, oh ! the heart still yearn'd tae view 

Scenes brighter far tae me. 

The gentle cry of turtle doves, 
An' song of birds in orange groves. 

Though pleasant tae the ear, 
Ne'er charm'd the Bord'rer's heart that thrills 
Wi' joy when list'ning tae the rills 
That sweetly sing adoon oor hills, 

Nor fails the heart tae cheer. 

Tho' noo wi' time my hair is grey. 
An' ance-fair scenes gane tae decay 

That nevermair we'll see. 
There's ae familiar object gane 
That lang has stuid the wind an' rain — 
We felt as if it were oor ain : — 

The "fav'rite Poplar Tree." 
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The aged " Souter," like myseP, 
Will sadly miss our freend that fell 

Before the bitter blast 
Tho' cynics sneer, 'tis nocht tae me 
Nor a' that lo'ed the fav'rite tree. 
This lesson learn — We tae maun dee, 

An' time is fleeting past. 

Fareweel, auld Tree, thy fate we mourn- 
Nae mair thou'lt tell o' Spring's return 

The "Souter*s" heart tae cheer. 
Whilst bitter blasts sweep ower the lea, 
He canna fail tae think o' thee. 
Ay ! thou wilt lang remembered be, 

Bright gem tae memory dear ! 



/T^ MAY the Muse ilk bardie bless wi' rowth o' pith an' zeal 
IS^ Tae weave their mystic webs o' verse wi' mair than ord'nar* 

skeel ! 
O' warp an' weft they'll ne'er rin oot while Nature a' aroond 
Is bountiful, an' beautiful, an' fraught wi* vocal soond. 

There's poetry in ilka floo'er an' ilka breeze that blaw, 
In Summer's gowden sunshine, in Winter's virgin snaw ; 
An' warp an' weft that canna fail in Scotia's heather hills, 
Her rivers sae majestic, an' sweet poetic rills. 

The merle an' mavis thrillingly are gushing oot their lays, 
An' sweet the heather-Untie sings amang oor whinny braes ; 
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But list the laverock i' the lift — the king o' sangsters he, 

That cheer the hearts o* young an* auld wi' heav'n-taught melodie. 

May wisdom rule the heid an' heart o' ilka Border bard : 
If sae, ilk beauteous garland will bring its ain reward ; 
An' dootless some '11 own wi' pride ilk bardie's potent power 
Tae soothe the grief-o'erladen heart when duds o' sorrow lour. 

An' there's a theme, a glorious theme we a' ken something o' — 
Still there are heights an' greater depths unsolved as yet we know : 
Ye Border bards, 'tis " Woman's Love," sae gentle, pure, an' true ; 
Then frae this source a garland weave, an' ane o' matchless hue. 

But there are themes, ten thousand themes, that bards o' bygane days 
Ne'er dreamt o' weaving intae verse, tho' worthy o' their praise ; 
Auld Nature's no exhausted yet — in her are treasure's rare — 
Bricht gems gin ye will bring tae licht they'll shine for evermair ! 



/I^AE awa' tae yer hame, gae awa', John Frost, 
TS^ An' tak' hame yer wife, Jenny Snaw, John Frost ; 

Ye're nae wanted here 

At this time o' year — 
I wonder what brings ye ava', John Frost ! 

Yer heart is as hard as yer heid, John Frost ; 
Yer feelin's are caulder than lead, John Frost ; 

Nae pity ye hae. 

Or aff ye wad gae ; — 
Frae my heart I wuss ye were deid, John Frost ! 
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Noo I canna get oot tae play, John Frost, 
For my buits are oot at ilk tae, John Frost — 

Baith uppers an* soles 

Are a' oot i* holes ; 
An*, wae*s me ! I canna get mae, John Frost ! 

We canna afford them ava*, John Frost — 
Nae wark has my faither ata', John Frost ; 

When ye gang awa', 

Then hurrah, hurrah ! 
He'll get me a pair withoot flaw, John Frost ! 

Oh, wad ye but gae, it wad be, John Frost, 
A blessin' tae a', div ye see, John Frost? 

An' when ye are gane 

Frae ilk hill an' plain, 
Aw'U whussle yer dirge wi' great glee, John Frost ! 

Then, pack up yer traps an' gae 'wa', John Frost , 
I lo'e nae the blasts that ye blaw, John Frost— 

They're cuttin' sae keen 

That tears frae my een. 
In spite o' my heart, noo will fa', John Frost ! 

The wee birds that shiver an' cower, John Frost, 
Are wussin' yer lang reign was ower, John Frost ; 

Syne sweetly they'd sing, 

A welcome tae Spring 
Wi' ilka green leaf an' braw flower, John Frost ! 

Yer 'wa'-gang few laddies wad mourn, John Frost, 
But hail wi' glad hearts Spring's return, John Frost, 

Sae joyous an' gay, 

At horses we'd play. 
Or gump troots in Philiphaugh Bum, 3^^^ ¥\ci?5X.\ 
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An' aft a bird-nestin' we'd gae, John Frost — 
Ye kenna the times we wad ha'e, John Frost ; 

When ye are awa', 

The bat an' the ba' 
We'll merrily play at ilk day, John Frost ! 

Then, awa' tae yer hame, gae 'wa', John Frost, 
An' tak' hame yer wife, Jenny Snaw, John Frost; 

Ye're nae wanted here 

At this time o' year — 
Aw wonder what brings ye ava', John Frost ! 



Qi FEEL a joy within my breast to-day 
^^ Not felt for years. A holy calm pervades 
My inmost soul ; and from its depths spring forth 
Spontaneous thanks to that best Friend on high. 
The heart of him must callous be indeed 
That gush'd not out in songs of praise to Thee, 
Or felt at least that thanks to Thee were due 
For ev'ry gift Thou hast on man bestow'd. 
That man was surely never born who could 
Unmoved in heart gaze on those gorgeous scenes 
Which now in all their glory meet the eye 
Of him who views them with a gladsome heart. 

'Tis Summer ! and the glorious orb of day 
Now sheds its lustre o'er our Border land, 
Enhancing beauteous scenes a thousand-fold 
More beautiful and bright. The little flowers — 
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Our humble wayside friends— tho' droop'd at e'en, 

Now feel the influence of SoFs bright rays, 

For they in seeming thankfulness lift up 

Their heads and blush their praise in language known 

To Him above, who made them not in vain. 

In heart I love the flowers whate'er their hue : 
They charm the eye, and while they charm they teach 
A lesson to us all, for flowers must fade, 
And who can view their shrinking forms without 
One thought how soon we too must pass away? 
But 'tis the lot of all : the man of faith 
Shall ne*er regret the universal change. 

Whilst musing thus, the king of songsters rose 
With dewy wings from off the grassy sward ; 
He hover'd for awhile in sight, then soar'd 
Above the clouds, where he was lost to view. 
But while on high a flood of song descends 
That cheers the hearts of all who hear the strains 
Now gushing forth from out his heaving breast. 
Thou heaVn-taught lark ! a lesson too thou teach 
Whilst thou are soaring to the very gates 
Of that eternal temple where thy songs 
So sweet are heard by Him who made thee thus 
With joyous heart to sing thy Maker's praise. 
O that thy fellow-mortals, reasoning man, 
Like thee in heart would soar 'bove earthly things, 
Nor rest until their songs of praise, like thine, 
Are heard and welcomed by the great I Am ! 

But whilst these thoughts were passing thro' the mind, 
A massive pile that rears its head aloft 
Came full in view. A noble structure 'tis. 
Within whose walls the man of riches dwells — 
Ay 1 one on whom the world's wealth's been bestow'd 
By Him from whom all earthly bVessvtv^^ ^cr«. 
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But his lot's not enviable — ah, no ! 
Pd rather toil, and, toiling, sink beneath 
The weight of care which poverty incurs, 
Ere I'd exchange my lot in life for his. 
Including feelings which pervade our souls ! 
Yon ag^d brother, now, who wends his way 
In solemn slowness to the great man's place, 
To ask an alms from him who well can spare, 
Now doubtless feels that he'll not ask in vain, 
For he, the master, surely could not look 
Unpityingly on one whose hair was white 
And form bent with the weight of many years. 
His tale of woe he tells, which well might draw 
A world of pity from that seat of life 
From whence man's love and fond affection flow. 
But, ah ! unheeded and unfelt now falls 
That woful tale upon the heart of him , 
Whose breast ne'er heaved with gladness to relieve 
A brother's wants. The old man turned away 
With bursting heart and eyes bedimm'd with tears. 
He mutters something, but 'tis not a curse ; — 
" Forgive him. Lord," is wafted on the breeze. 
Old man, despair not ; all are not alike. 
Go to yon cottage nestling in the wood ; 
The inmates there will ease thy hunger pangs, 
And, heartfelt, bid thee " God-speed " on thy way. 
And should'st thou reach yon mansion in the vale, 
Thou'lt find those there who wilt not turn away 
With callous hearts, but listen to thy tale 
And sympathise with thee in word and deed. 
Or, hie thee to yon house upon the hill 
Where now the sparkling sunbeams dance and play 
With seeming joy upon its whiten'd walls ; — 
Go there, and thou'lt receive a Christian's aid. 
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But wheresoe'er thy future path shall lead, 
May thou that comfort find denied by him 
Who thus hath spurn'd a brother from his door. 

Ah ! were it not that there's another land 
Where the deserving poor shall share the bliss. 
So dearly purchased by a Brother's blood, 
There are those, doubtless, who'd lay down and die, 
So heavily weigh the sorrows of this world 
Upon their hearts. But Hope's bright beacon burns, 
Which bears them up 'midst sorrow, care, and strife, 
Until th' immortal part shall take its flight, 
On angel wings, to realms of lasting light. 
Bright Hope ! oh, may we ever cling to thee. 
In sunshine or in shower, till we, through faith, 
Throw grief aside, to share heav'n's endless joys ! 




mm $Sittt Jlgaitt. 

[E'LL meet again the nicht, lassie, 
Beside the auld elm tree, 
Whaur aft the mune's pale licht, lassie, 
Has shone on you an' me. 

Tho' they lo'e darkness best, lassie, 
Wha's thochts incline tae ill, 

A true an' honest breast, lassie, 
Nae thochts o' wrang can fill. 

A purer, holier joy, lassie. 
Is mine whene'er we meet 
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'Tis love without alloy, lassie — 
This heart's void o' deceit. 

O may the Poo'er abune, lassie, 
Wha rules an* reigns ower a', 

Mak' us twa ane richt sune, lassie- 
O dinna say me "Na." 

Gif we are granted health, lassie— 
That blessin' aye the best, — 

We'll get o' warldly wealth, lassie, 
Oor share amang the rest. 



Wc^t IFirkk fair (®iu. 

OJ'M unco laith tae lea' the place that I in heart lo'e weel — 
^ Nae words o' mine can e'er express the grief whilk now I feel. 
But, oh ! it isna jist the place tae lea' mak's me sae wae. 
But him wha woo'd an' won my heart — frae him I'm sweer tae gae. 

But I maun gang whaur nevermair I'll hear love tales he tauld, 
Yet while my heart beats in my breist its love shall ne'er grow cauld. 
Nae fickle, worthless heart is mine, like ithers that I ken ; 
I'll live an' dee for him alane — ay ! lo'e him tae the en'. 

But, oh ! it maun be lanely thus, for years tae sab an' sigh. 
An' wish for what's ayont ane's reach — I dinna think I'll try ! 
Gif whaur I'm gaun anither's heart can beat for me alane, 
Then, fareweel, thochts o' former joys — fareweel, the moss-grown 
stane. 
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OjS it love or friendly feeling 
^ Makes thee dear tae me, Annie ? 
What is this comes o'er me stealing 
When I think on thee, Annie? 

Canst thou tell why I'm sae lonely, 
Pairted thus frae thee, Annie ; 

Whilst thy presence, an' thine only, 
Can sweet pleasure gi'e, Annie ? 

Floo'ers are bloomin', birds are singin' 
Frae ilk bush an' tree, Annie, 

But tae me nae joy they're bringin' — 
That is thine tae gi'e, Annie ! 

What tae me is Nature's splendour 
That nae joys impart, Annie ? 

There's a blank in Nature's grandeur 
When untouch'd the heart, Annie ! 

Why this dark an' gloomy sadness — 
Why that tearfu' e'e, Annie ? 

Thou art mine ! Noo joy an' gladness 
Spring frae love o' thee, Annie ! 

Thou art mine ! Oh ! what a treasure 
Thou wilt prove tae me, Annie ! 

Life shall be ae roond o' pleasure 
Blest wi' love an' thee, Annie ! 
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■^' Far, Far at Sear 



/'?^NCE I knew nor care nor sorrow — 
Is^ Hope's bright beacon sweetly shone ; 
But the joys which crown'd each morrow 
All, all are gone ! 

Star of peace, once brightly shining, 

Thou art now for ever gone, 
And I'm left here sadly pining 
All, all alone ! 

He who once his loved wife cherished — 

Loving and beloved was he — 
Now by Demon Drink has perished — 
Lost, lost to me ! 

Earthly joys are now departed — 

They can ne'er return to me. 
Son of God ! the broken-hearted 
Looks, looks to Thee ! 

Sad in heart I'm now, and dreary, 

Longing, praying to be free ; 
Soon in bliss where none are weary, 
There, there Til be ! 

Hearts and homes are seared and blighted 

By Drink's deadly Upas tree. 
Lord ! may soon such wrongs be righted — 
All, all set free ! 
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<^AREWELL to the land of my fathers— farewell ! 
^?* Dear home of my childhood, I leave thee for aye I 
We part, and with sorrow — my bosom may swell, 
But duty now calls me, and I must away. 

The old hoary piles that are crumbling to dust. 
And lonely wild glens where our fathers have met 

To pour out their souls to the God of their trust, 
And graves of the Martyrs — I leave with regret 

If e'er I should mingle in scenes of blood-shed, 
Thy name, Bonnie Scotland, shall act like a spell ; 

And though ne'er again thy brown hills I may tread, 
The love that I bear thee, none ever can tell. 

But, hark ! a bright hope has sprung up in my breast 
That tells me of future enjoyments to come — 

Though thousands around thee are sent to their rest, 
Thou yet shall return to thy kindred and home." 

Bright hope ! I will trustingly cling unto thee 
Though dangers surround me in ghastly array. 

While life I have left, this my motto shall be — 
" Dear Scotland, the land of my fathers, for aye ! '' 
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" "^JttEEP not, my gentle May, 
d^ That I frae you maun part ; 
1 maunna langer stay. 

Thou darling o' my heart 1 
The bugle's soond I hear 

That ca's me noo awa' ; 
But dinna greet nor fear — 

ril ne'er in battle fa'/' 
Ae kiss an' fond adieu, 

Syne tae the wars he gaed. 
His country fand him true, 

Nor e'er o' death afraid. 
Whaure'er the battle raged, 

The fiercest there was he ; 
And ne'er was warfare waged 

Mair fierce than that on thee, 
Thou land made sacred by the blood 'twas shed 
Of Britain's sons, wha nobly focht an' bled ! 

At last— sae rumour ran — 

Ned, foremist fighting, fell — 
Whilst storming the Redan, 

He sigh'd his last farewell ! 
Poor May ! distraught thou'lt be 

The fatal news tae hear — 
Thy lover's lost tae thee, 

An' ne'er again shall cheer 
Thy heart wi' tales o' love, 

Doon in yon floo'ry dell, 
That he would constant prove 

While bloom'd the heather-bell. 
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Nae mair his manly voice 

Will make thy bosom thrill—^ 
Nae mair shalt thou rejoice, 
But live an' mourn him still. 
O cruel War ! fell source of heartfelt pain 
Tae thoosands mourning husbands, lovers slain ! 

Nae tear e'er dims the eye 

O' May, whase lover's slain, 
Nor soul-upheavbd sigh 

Show grief for him that's gane. 
But, oh ! her cheeks grow pale. 

An' hush'd the merry glee 
That rang ower hill an' dale 

Whilst sporting on the lea 
Wi' him wha was her choice 

An' idol o' her heart. 
In whom she did rejoice. 

Nor dream they'd ever part. 
Poor May ! thae blissfu' days 

Will come again nae mair — 
Nae mair he'll sing thy praise 

Or deck thy gowden hair 
Wi' floo'rs the fairest i' yon lovely dell 
Whaur love's first dream entranced thee wi' its spell. 

Hark ! List ! A joyfu' strain 

Is wafted ower the hill — 
Alternate joy an' pain 

May's bosom seem tae fill. 
"'Tishe! 'tis he !" she cried. 

" Oh, thank Thee, Heav'n above ! " 
Her lover thus replied : 

" 'Tis I, my constant love, 



20 POEMS AND SONGS. 



Come back tae hame an' thee, 

An' never mair tae part, 
For noo thy lover's free, 

Thou darling o' my heart ! 
Nae mair will shot an' shell 

Their dangers roond me fling — 
Fear not ! I've bid farewell 

Tae a' that sorrows bring. 
Alas ! what anguish maun be felt by a' 
Whase freends maun feicht, maun conquer, or maun fa'." 

"An', oh ! the inward grief 

That I ha'e felt for thee. 
Whilst nocht could bring relief 

Or wonted pleasures gi'e. 
The bumie murmur'd on 

In its unceasing flow. 
But solemn ilka tone 

Like dirges sad an' slow. 
Nae birdie wi' its strain 

Could cheer my heart ava' — 
The thocht that you were gane 

'Maist brak* my heart in twa. 
But, oh ! this blissfu' 'oor 

Mak's up for a' that's past. 
O grant, ilk heav'nly Poo'er, 

Thai bliss like oors may last ! 
Oh, what a contrast this maun be tae a' 
Your sufferings there an' fearfu' sichts ye saw ! " 

" I wishna tae reca' 

Ilk ghastly scene, dear May, 
Or what I felt or saw 
In that land far away 
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Whaur freends an' savage foes 

War' steep'd in ither's gore ; 
Or sufferings noo disclose 

That wounded thoosands bore ; 
Eneugh, that I, too, there 

A wounded victim lay, 
But Heav'n saw fit tae spare 

Thy lover's life, sweet May. 
An' noo — oh, blessing rare ! — 

We've met, an' ne'er again 
We'll pairt frae ither mair. 

Or cause ilk ither pain. 
We'll live an' love, united heart an' hand, 
Enjoying peace in this oor native land ! " 




mijo mm lom ? 

[HO will join our noble band? 
Who obey our Chiefs command ? 
Who will strive to free our land 
From Drink's slavery ? 

Raise the Templars' banner high — 
Shout the Templars' battle-cry : 
Onward press — our foes will fly ! 
On to victory ! 

Men and brethren, one and all. 
Come, respond to mercy's call ; 
Break the chains which now enthral. 
Freedom to restore \ 
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If we would defend the right, 
Brothers, sisters, we must fight ! 
Darkness must give place to light — 
God is on our side ! 

See the thousands lying low 
Crushed beneath the tyrant foe, 
Bleeding hearts and crime and woe. 
Caused by Demon Drink ! 

But we shall our freedom gain, 
Truth shall yet triumphant reign. 
Truth shall snap the tyrant's chain — 
Ours the victory ! 




®0 a IFmnir* 

'Y friends? Ah ! who, or what, or where are they? 
I once had friends, but they are gone for aye ! 
For aye ? ah, no ! should fortune smile on me 
They'd rally round once more my friends to be. 
Still there's one left, though dark misfortunes lour, 
That bears me up in this my trying hour : 
Tis thee, whose friendship aye has stood the test — 
Thou ne'er hath flinched, my worthy friend the best ; 
In sunshine or in shower thou'rt aye the same — 
" A friend indeed " — May heaven bless thy name ! 
And when away the clouds of sorrow flee, 
I'll prove, true friend, my gratitude to thee ; 
I'd spurn the shallow friendships of the few. 
But cherish thine that's holy, pure, and true ! 
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^ 



knew the frail one well 
Before she fell, 
And a pretty flower was she 
To whom many bent the knee, 
All professing love undying for guileless little May ; 
But her heart was then untouched and she laugh'd them all away. 

But there was one at last 
Who o'er her cast 

The magic spell of false love. 

Taking witness God above 
That he would love and cherish her while it was in his power. 
And shield from ev'ry baneful blast his tender little flower. 

Ah ! poor confiding May, 
No longer gay 

Since the demon that professed 

He would love thee aye the best 
Has robb'd thee of thy sunny smiles, and, worse, thy virtue too — 
Ay ! pluck'd the fairest flow'ret on a stem that ever grew. 

And the world blames him not 
For this foul blot, 

Whilst thou once so highly prized. 

May, art now a thing despised, 
For few there are who pity thee ; still there is one I know 
Will soothe thy sorrow-laden heart, and wipe thy tears tK-al^^^r^. 
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Thy mother, blighted May, 
Turns not away 

With a scowl and sneer like those 

Once thy friends but now thy foes. 
To thee she'll closer cling through life, while others shun thy path ; 
She feels thou art not free from blame, but not deserving wrath. 

Thou virtuous one, beware ! 
A subtle snare 

Now, perchance, is set for thee. 

Ah, thou fear'st not ! we shall see. 
But should'st thou fall, remember this : — JVb charity kad^st thou 
For the little village floweret, whom thou despisest now. 

And strange though it may seem, 
'Tis not a dream : 

Man may ruin woman's fame — 

Rob her of her once good name — 
The heartless ones will not condemn, but laud him to the skies, 
While the wronged, the wretched victim, they utterly despise. 

But fear not, gentle May, 
Thou'lt yet be gay ; 

There's another loving heart 

That shall ever take thy part — 
Thy brother, he will shield thee from ev'ry future ill, 
For thou art dear to him, sweet May, in heart he loves thee still. 



POEMS AND SONGS, 25 



^iHOULD you e'er feel griefs stingin' dart, 
df Or wonted joys frae you depart, 
Keep up the spirits, up the heart — 
Never be dowie ! 

Should sorrows clud your youthfu' broo, 
An' they prove fause ye dearly lo'e, 
Tak' this advice, the best for you — 
Never be dowie ! 

If gowden treasures ye should ha'e, 
Be humble, for remember, they 
Micht tak' the gait, but let them gae — 
Never be dowie I 

When forced by fate to feel the curse 

"What curse, my friend?" — An empty purse — 
Reflect ye thus : " Things micht be worse " — 
Never be dowie ! 

An' fretna, freends, your lives awa' 
In dreed o' ills ye never saw ; 
The best that is whiles get a fa' — 
Never be dowie ! 

Tho' claes ance guid are getting bare, 
An' former freen's are freen's nae mair, 
Ne'er let your hearts ower-gang wi' care — 
Never be dowie ! 
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Haud up your heids tho' scant o' gear ; 
Be honest aye, an' dinna fear 
The heartless lauch, the bitter sneer — 
Never be dowie ! 

Trudge manfully thro' mud an' snaw, 
Tho' nither'd whiles wi' blasts that blaw, 
Faint not, ye'll yet ower-come them a' — 
Never be dowie ! 

The sun o' fortune shines ance mair — 
Ha I whaur is noo your late despair ? 
Ilk heart yince sad is freed frae care — 
Never be dowie ! 

Noo former freen's aroond ye press 
Wi' seemin' joy at your success, 
They wad their auld freen's fain caress- 
Never be dowie ! 

'Tis hoped sic freen's ye winna spare. 
But ha'e revenge, nor less nor mair, 
Wi' kindness overwhelm them. There /- 
Never be dowie ! 



^ttxti (Ktttttitg- 

'wad seem that we've been born 
To suffer thus the enmity of those 
Whose blasting slander and whose with'ring scorn 
Proclaim them bitter and invet'rate foes. 
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What have we done, I'd ask, 

To draw such venom from a hidden source ? 
Cowards ! would they but throw aside the mask, 

Reveal themselves, nor stem truth in its course. 

No doubt but some there are 

Who think them base who fly from battle-fields — 
Who turn their backs to foes in time of war, 

Without a struggle all their honour yields ; 

But baser cowards they 

Who thus, perchance 'neath friendship's guise, conceal 
Their rankling spite that bears not light of day — 

Those base poltroons whose deeds dare not reveal, 

Save unto those who fire 

Their balls of venom with a merc'less force. 
To know from whence they spring is our desire, 

But only learn they're from a secret source. 

Alas ! tis even so. 

But Time may yet those enemies unmask 
Whose schemes have fail'd their victims to overthrow — 

Ay ! all their schemes have proved a futile task. 

Yet still we feel the smart, 

Tho' something whispers, " Heed not what they say. 
Gigantic falsehoods from an evil heart 

Will die ; but Giant Truth shall stand for aye ! 
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^|l AIL ! glorious day that Burns was born — 
C>^ A hundred years ago ! 
O may our hearts, however forlorn, 

Rejoice this day to know 
That rich an' poor will a' unite 

An* heartfelt homage pay 
To Scotia's Bard, whose genius bright 

Shall foremost shine for aye ! 

Then fill the cup, come fill it up, 

Nor let us backward be 
To toast his name whose deathless fame 

Is spread o'er land an' sea ! 

Hail, glorious day ! Thro' Scotland wide 

Our Bard shall be the toast, 
An' wi' a patriot nation's pride 

His name we'll proudly boast. 
No cringing, coward slave was he, 

But man of sterling worth, 
O who'd not join to hail wi' glee 

Our Poet's natal birth. 

Then fill the cup, come fill it up, &c. 

Hail, glorious day ! each loyal heart 

Now hails thee wi' delight. 
Auld Scotia's swains, in sweetest strains, 

Will sing Burns' songs to-night. 
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The beauteous fair of Caledon — 

They, too, will sing his lays \ 
An' lordly halls an' peasants' walls 

Shall echo Robin's praise. 

Then fill the cup, come fill it up, &c. 

Hail, glorious day ! So sings the brave 

As 'neath an Indian sun 
Their arms they pile, nor think the while 

Of vict'ries they have won. 
Those noble hearts, " our country's stay," 

Will sing their native lays — 
Tho' many thousand miles away, 

They'll join in Burns' praise. 

Then fill the cup, come fill it up, &c. 

Hail, glorious day ! by millions hail'd 

Here, there, an' ev'rywhere. 
Then let it not be said we fail'd 

To drive away dull care. 
An', oh ! may this be our reward. 

While moments onward glide : 
Oh, may the shade of Burns, the Bard, 

O'er us this night preside. 

Then fill the cup, come fill it up. 

Nor let us backward be 
To toast his name whose deathless fame 

Is spread o'er land an' sea ! 
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"^flTOO sadly an' lane, 
(3 Wi' the tear i' my e'e, 
I mourn him that's gane 

Wha was dear, dear tae me. 
Oor hame isna here 

Weel I ken, yet for a' 
Tae pairt, oh ! how sweer, 

Whene'er daith mak's a ca\ 

'Tis Time wi' us yet, 

But wi' thee Time is o'er ; 
There's nae sad regret 

On that bricht gowden shore. 
Yet fain wad I ken 

Gin thy speerit can see 
The auld but an' ben, 

An' hearts yince dear to thee. 

Hoo happy were we 

Aye as gudeman an' wife 
Till daith closed the e'e 

O' the licht o' my life. 
Noo sad, sad an' sair 

Is this wae heart o' mine 
That ne'er ken'd a care 

Or had cause tae repine. 

Then a' things gaed richt— 

Ay ! there's nocht e'er gaed wrang- 
My heart was as licht 

As the simmer day's lang. 
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I'd freen's then in store 

Aye tae speir-for an' ca', 
But few ken the door 

When ane's back's at the wa'. 

Oh ! weel did'st thou lo'e 

The wee bairnies an' me, 
But never mair noo 

Thy kind looks can we see. 
Nae doot thou wert ta'en 

Tae a far brichter shore, 
But fowk mourn their ain, 

An' oor ain we deplore. 

But why thus lament ? 

Is there nae hope tae cheer ? 
Aft trials are sent 

For ane's guid while we're here. 
'Tis sinfu' tae fret 

While I feel there will be 
A better time yet 

For my bairnies an' me. 



%\it iKaib 0' f air- 

C( ET ithers sing wha they lo'e best, 
O^ Tho' they be e'er sae bonnie, O 
I'll lilt my Mary 'mang the rest, 

A brichter gem than ony, O ! 
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For miles aroond there's no a chield 
But tries tae tak' her frae me, O ! 

But ilka ane maun lea' the field 
Wi' "Na ! I winna ha'e ye, O !" 

Lang i' my heart she's reign'd supreme, 
An' lang she's lo'ed me weel, O ! 

Ye'll mind this is nae poet's dream — 
r my heart it's force I feel, O ! 

Oor classic Tweed may cease tae row 
Its waters tae the ocean, O ! 

But while IVe life Fll lo'e as now 
Wi' kind, heartfelt devotion, O ! 

But Time is fleein' quickly past — 
Why should we longer tarry, O ? 

Well ha'e the knot tied firm an' fast, 
Sweet maid o' Yair, my Mary O ! 



Wat atabinet* 

''^^OWN the stream of time we're sailing, 
^f Losing favour as we go — 
Weak as puny infants wailing 

Seems our power with friend and foe. 
Other nations now are arming 

To support the tyrant Czar : 
England ! is not this alarming ? 

Why not, then, prepare for war ? 
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England, once the dread of nations, 

Seems afraid to guard her own ; 
Why will some on all occasions 

Raise the cry, " Let well alone." 
We'll rouse again the British Lion 

For our ancient glory's sake ; 
Tarry not, a nation's dying, 

And our interests are at stake ! 

Let us aid the weakest nation — 

'Tis our duty, nothing more, 
Why list to each vain oration ? 

Men, and money we've in store. 
'Tis our country's deepest feeling 

We should help to crush the foe — 
Aid the Turk now backward reeling, 

Russia's power to overthrow. 



'^d RITAIN'S sons are true as ever, 
(3^ And our honour we'll defend. 
But engage in warfare never 

That to needless bloodshed tend. 
Who are they the cry that raises, 

'* British interests are at stake"? 
Madmen all, whose subtle phrases 

Faith in right can never shake. 

Not for Jew or Gentile's scheming 

To prolong a despot's reign 
(Whose life is spent in lustful dreaming) 

Shall our blood be spilt again. 



34 POEMS AND SONGS. 



Britain's rights and sacred honour 
We shall guard with jealous care — 

Who dare cast a slur upon her 2 
Let the nations all beware. 

Though we've watch'd the Eastern struggle, 

And deplored the thousands slain, 
Our implication is a juggle 

Only worthy of disdain. 
We would cherish friendly feelings 

Toward all without disguise, 
But with vile, dishonest dealings 

We shall make no compromise ! 



|p0lttical 3Fre^b0m* 

^i OW long shall tyrants trample in the dust 
tf ^ The rights of those long panting to be free ? 

Their reign shall soon be o'er, 

And, hark ! for evermore 
Bright Freedom's flag shall wave triumphantly ! 

Why should the toiling millions of the land 
Be doom'd to suffer by the " powers that be " ? 

Come, brothers each and all. 

Arouse ! 'tis duty's call 
To stand by truth, the truth alone makes free ! 

Mark ye those ones who would oppose reform — 
No friends of yours are they, ye sons of toil ; 

But, hark ! we soon shall see 

That bitter tyranny 
Shall tenfold back upon themselves recoil. 
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Their glittering dross may tempt a craven soul 
To sell his conscience : be it so, what then ? 

Tis loss, it is not gain — 

At best it is a stain 
More dark than night in eyes of honest men. 

But dukes, nor lords, nor agents of the same. 
Can stem the tide of Liberty begun 

Whose quickly swelling flood 

Is firing now the blood 
Of British subjects wrong' d — each sire and son. 

Brave sons of toil ! the strife shall soon be o'er, 
And day dawn bright upon an era new j 

Majestic truth in force 

Is rolling on its course, 
That man to man, in future, may prove true. 

All hail to all who nobly venture forth 
With skill and courage to defend the right ! 

Subdue those subtle powers, 

And joy shall then be ours. 
When gone for aye is all their boasted might. 

All hail to all who fight in Freedom's cause 
To right the wronged — how noble is the aim ! 

With honest hearts oppose 

The people's bitter foes, 
And they in heart will bless each honoured name. 
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90 "'Roister #ac£;^ro)}I|attt/' 

^An Election Tit-bit.) 

Y^D sakes, brither mine, but ye're richt i' the main — 
^S? The workin' men shurely are turn'd i' the brain 
I' thae stirrin' times tae neglect present gain — 
Let's " bow tae ilk buss noo that bields us." 

We'll crawl tae oor maisters an* say as they say ; 
Their wisdom we'll praise, 'tis the far safest way ; 
We'll vote as they wush, 'tis oor richt tae obey. 
An' "bow tae ilk buss noo that bields us." 

I'd fain mak' a convert o' auld Charlie B , 

Wha's raved aboot richts sin' afore thirty-three^ 
An' still ravin' yet, sae we canna agree 

While 00 "bow tae ilk buss noo that bields us." 



What richt hae we serfs e'er tae think for oorsel' ? 
Na, na ! let us shun them whase words noo fortell 
The dolefu' ding-dong o' the auld Whigs' death-knell — 
We'll '*bow tae ilk buss noo that bields us." 

'^T n for aye!" — hear the fules hoo they cry — 

They're puir silly sumphs, but they'll learn by-an'-by ; 
We can lauch i' oor sleeves when oor thrapples are dr\', 
While we "bow tae ilk buss noo that bields us." 

Wi' a groat i' oor pouch, ay, or naething ava', 
We mairch tae the " Coonty," whaur liberty's law ; 

There's lashin's ^but let that flee stick tae the wa', 

While we " bow tae ilk buss noo that bields us." 
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By foul means or fair we maun win i' the race 

For his sake wha's lang dreamt o' pension an' place — 

Tae loss wad tae us be a lastin' disgrace 

Wha' ** bow tae ilk buss noo that bields us." 

Tho' conscience may whiles thro' oor breists gi'e a stoun, 
An' better thochts rise, siccan thochts we maun droon ; 
We'll hope for the best — sen' the mutchkin stoup roon' : — 
Here's luck tae ilk '*buss noo that bields us"! 



®b^ ICaaa I %tit. 

^ BONNIE JEANNIE, will ye share 
Ts^ Anither's humble hame, O ? 
O will ye lea' the Brig o' Yair, 
An' tak' anither's name, O ? 

Gin ye'U dae this, I'd like tae be 
The happy favour'd swain, O ! 

For lang I've ha'en ye i' my e'e, 
An' wuss'd ye war my ain, O ! 

D'ye mind that e'en we cross'd the Tweed 

In yonder bonnie boat, O ? 
Ye sang the while I tuned my reed — 

Oor cares were a' forgot, O ! 

But I ha'e suffer'd sair sinsyne ; 

My heart's been like tae break, O ! 
O gin I thocht ye wad be mine, 

I'd leeve yet for your sake, O I 
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My flocks are left tae roam at will, 
My dowg coo'rs at my heel, O ! 

As doon beside yon purlin' rill 
I tell him a' I feel, O ! 

But tho' it ease my breist awee, 
I wuss that I could tell, O ! 

My tale o' luve as frank an' free 
Tae Jeannie's bonnie seP, O ! 

But wussin' little signifies — 
Sae blate I maunna be, O ! 

Or some ane else micht gain the prize. 
Syne Jeannie's lost tae me, O ! 



Then courage, heart ! when neist we meet, 
Perchance ye may rejoice, O 1 

In language modest an' discreet 
ru tell her wha's my choice, O ! 

Gin she consent tae be my ain, 

O joy o' joys the best, O ! 
On a' Tweedside I ken there's nane 

Can be mair happy blest, O ! 



faxtbitd. 




'here is ^e sad word tae utter aft mak's the fond heart bleeds 
An', oh ! it wrings mine noo tae bid fareweel tae bonnie Tweed. 
Ilk toilin' day for years I've seen its waters row alang, 
An* listened tae the music o' its never-endin' sang. 
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An' aft wi' joy IVe listened tae the tinklin' o' the rills 
That, sparklin' i' the sunny beams, wad lea' their native hills ; 
The pearly beads they'd dash aside, whilk kiss'd the heather-bells, 
An' gar'd them blush an' fairer bloom on yonder bonnie fells. 

While hov'rin' high abune my heid the lav'rocks fill'd the air 
Wi' floods o' sang whilk cheer'd the heart an' banish'd ilka care ; 
E'en there was music i' the whirr when paitricks cross'd the leas. 
An' future joy was whisper'd, too, by ilka passin' breeze. 

The beauteous scenes o' Simmer-time'that greet the een on Tweed, 
The tow'rin' heichts, the yellow broom, ilk glen an' floo'ry mead, 
Ha'e no their like whaure'er I've been, sae grand an' glorious they: 
Stem Winter had a charm for me when Simmer pass'd away ! 

An' there are kindly hearts that beat within the classic Vale, 
Whase freen'ship ance secur'd, I ken, ne'er shifted wi' the gale, 
But steadfast as their native hills, that high abune them tow'r. 
Are they in brichtest sunshine or when cluds o' sorrow lour. 

But fare-ye-weel, ance m2L\r fareweel, tae ilka hill an' lea, 

An' lucid Tweed noo rowin' on tae join the boundless sea ! 

Tho' it may be my hapless lot tae see thee never mair. 

Dear Tweed, I'll ne'er forget thee, nor the kind hearts beatin' there ! 



^SlTRANGE feelings swell within my breast while thus ance mair 
^f I gaze 

Upon the cherish'd haunts o' youth sae dear in former days ; 
Ilk spot sae weel remember'd yet, seems dearer tae me now 
While thus I look my last, perchance, on ilka hill an' how^. 
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Who is the man who can unmoved bid childhood's scenes adieu, 
Well knowing he may ne'er return those boyish haunts tae view ? 
Not I ! I feel while thus I gaze on yonder hill an' lea, 
I've lo'ed them, an' I'll lo'e them still, when far ayont the sea. 

In yonder glen I've wander'd oft, and wonder'd while I stray'd 
If ither lands could boast sic' scenes in sunshine or in shade ; 
If heather- bells bloom'd on their hills, or gowd-spinks on the lea, 
Or troots war gumpit i' the burns by youngsters 'cross the sea. 

I dreamtna then the time would come when I thae scenes would lea' 
Tae wander 'neath another sky across the deep blue sea ; 
An noo again I lea' them a' tae wander whaur I've been — 
Wi' swelling heart yince mair I bid fareweel tae ilka scene 

But though again I never may ilk sacred haunt re-view, 
Nor time nor distance shall efface my heart-felt love for you. 
Ilk hallow'd spot reminds me, too, of playmates scatter'd wide — 
Here, there, an' ev'rywhere are they mix'd i' the human tide. 

An' some there are beyond reca', their earthly race is run. 
For they are gane for ever noo, wi' them the vict'ry's won. 
Still some are left tae grasp the hand in friendship offer'd noo 
While thus I bid fareweel to them, an' thee, the land I lo'e ! 

An' thou, my Mother, fare-thee-well, yet I thy blessing crave. 
Before we part, nae mair tae meet on this side o' the grave ; 
Yet why despair? we'll maybe meet, there's nane on earth can tell — 
But if na here, we'll meet abune — dear Mother, fare-thee-well ! 
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f^ OME, love, to the woodlands wi' me, come away — 
oy The sweet breath o' Simmer invites us to stray ; 
We'll muse wi* delight 'neath the sun's smiling ray 

Whilst we tread the lo'ed banks o' the Tweed, Annie ! 

On bonnie Tweed-side, e'en the tiniest flower 
That blooms on the braes or in sweet shady bower 
Will inspire our souls wi' a magical power 

As together we roam thro' the mead, Annie ! 

Then, come, love, the sun's in its glory to-day ; 
Come, bask in its smile, an' rejoice while we may, 
As o'er Nature's green daisie'd carpet we stray 
Thus rejoicing in ilk fairy scene, Annie ! 

We'll list to the Tweed's ever heart-cheering strain — 
Dear " silvery Tweed," wi' a glory its ain. 
As in beauty 'midst beauties it flows to the main. 
Pure an' sparklin' like somebody's een, Annie 1 

Then, come, love, where beauty reigns everywhere, 
An' sweet singin' birds flood wi' music the air — 
Those strains saft an soothin', are 'yond a' compare : 
They are joyous — we, too, shall be gay, Annie ! 

The sun's gowden lustre, its glittering sheen 
Enhancin' the glory o' ilka fair scene. 
Shall tempt us to rove till the curtain o' e'en 
Is drawn ow'r the hallowed day, Annie I 
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HE Autumn winds noo sighin', 
An' leaves that rustlin' fa', 
Proclaim the year is dyin', 

Obeyin' Nature's law. 
The wee birds, ance sae cheery, 
That woke the morn wi' glee, 
Are silent noo an' eerie, 

Nae blythesome lilt they gi'e. 

The floo'rs, wi' seemin' gladness, 

Sae bonnily that blaw, 
Noo bow them down in sadness 

Afore the comin' snaw ; 
An' burnies that meander 

Whaur Simmer floo'rets grow, 
'Midst scene's o' faded grandeur. 

Ice-bound, will cease to flow. 

Stern Winter, noo sae cheerless, 

Thy chilly blasts I dree ! 
Unlike the past, when fearless 

In heart I'd welcome thee. 
Nae season then was brichter 

Throughoot the passin' year ; 
The youthfu' heart grew lichter 

When Winter-time drew near. 

But years pass quickly o'er us, 
Syne youthfu' days are past ; 

We dreamna what's before us 
Whilst youth an' vigour last. 
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Auld age male's yin grow weary, 
The bluid gets thin an' cauld, 

An' yince-bricht scenes look dreary 
Tae maist o' fowk when auld. 

Still there's a hope tae cheer us 

0' bliss ayont the grave, 
Whaur cares shall nae come near us 

Or adverse wind or wave. 
Then let us wait wi' pleasure 

Oor lovin* Maister's ca* — 
In Him we ha'e a treasure 

That ne'er shall fade awa*. 



%\lt %tixmt lass 0' %m^u. 

/"T^ THE bonnie lass o' Lenzie has stown my heart awa', 
T57 An' unco wae an' heartless noo I wander here an there ; 
Fowk may tell me there are ithers wha are baith guid an' braw, 
But whaur are they, I'd like tae ken, wi' Jessie can compare ? 

She is fairer than the fairest o' lassies e'er I saw ; 

Ay, an' guid as weel as bonnie, whate'er a' ithers be ! 
War that lassie but tae lo'e me, ilk care wad flee awa'. 

An' earth wad be a paradise had she been born for me ! 

Her rosy cheeks an' sunny smiles ha'e dootless ta'en the e'e 

O' some ane wha in heart she lo'es, ere I the fairy saw ; 
But come what may, I'll try my luck when her again I see — 



Wha kens but she may treasure yet the heart ^W^ sXcf^xv "jc^-a^.^ 
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I'll tell her o' the fervent love that noo my bosom thrills — 
Like brichtest sunshine i* the soul my love for her shall be ; 

An* while the years gang ower oor heid, pure as oor native rills 
Shall be that love o' him wha lo*es yon lassie dear tae me. 

Nae langer noo I seich an' mane, an' care has fled awa' 
Sin' she, "the fairest o' the fair," has niff"er'd hearts wi' me. 

If ever mortal tasted bliss sin' oor first parents' fa', 
That bliss was mine yestreen, Jessie, doon i' the glen wi* thee ! 

O may the Licht o' life an' love shoo'er blessin's on us twa'. 
An' may oor hearts aye guileless be, my Jessie, as they're noo ; 

While peace an' plenty croon oor board we'll fear nor wind nor snaw, 
But mak' oor hame a happy hame, wi' lovin' hearts an' true ! 



/-^ WHISHT, ma Mither, dihna greet, O dinna greet for me ! 
^S' Tho' noo I'm gaun', we'll meet again, again we'll meet on hie. 
Nae doot ye're unco laith tae tine yer ain wee Johnnie noo. 
But sune a brichter sun than yon will shine on Johnnie's broo. 

Fain wad I stey a langer while, but, ah ! that maunna be ; 
Yet, oh ! it's unco hard, I feel, tae pairt sae sune wi' thee. 
An' sad in heart it mak's me noo tae hear the bairns at play. 
An' canna join them i' their sports as I was wont tae dae. 

But whisht, ma Mither, dinna greet, I'll never mair complain — 
In a' their games there's sorrow mix'd, whaur I am gaun there's nane; 
Sae dootless it is better far that I when young should dee — 
Had I been auld an' learn'd tae sin, I michtna got on hie ! 
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I wonder, Mither, when I'm there, gin Uncle Dave Fll see ! 
If sae, d*ye think he'll ken again wee Johnnie dear tae thee ? 
An', Mither, can ye tell me this, gin bairns there ha'e the power 
Tae come an' lead their mithers up when daith wi' them is ower ? 

Oh ! if the coontless bairns abune can earthly parents see, 
I ken o' yin will keep a watch on his wi* anxious e'e ; 
For baith you an' ma Faither ha'e tae Johnnie aye been kind — 
Nae wonder, Mither, that I'm laith tae lea' ye baith behind ! 

Ah ! whisht, ma Mither, dicht yer e'en — list tae that music there ; 
It seems as if there was a band o' singers i' the air ! 
Come nearer, Mither — nearer yet ! d'ye hear the singin' noo ? 
That is the happy band I'll join whene'er I pairt wi' you ! 

The darkness noo is comin' on — I ha'ena lang tae stay ! 
Oh ! kiss me, Mither, yince or twice afore I gang away ! 
Mair dim an' dark are a' aroond that yince war bricht tae see — 
Ere dawn o' morn ae step unseen will sinder you an' me. 

But whisht, ma Mither, dinna greet \ ye needna greet for me ; 
Tho' noo I'm gaun, we'll meet again, again we'll meet on hie. 
Nae doot ye're unco laith tae tine your ain wee Johnnie noo ! 
But sune a brichter sun than yon will shine on Johnnie's broo I 



'Y Jamie he has left me noo, 

An' faithless proved tho' I was true ; 
He thocht me fause, but there is nane 
I e'er could lo'e like him that's gatie. 
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Ae word was spoken, 'twas in jest, 
But, oh ! it pierced my Jamie's breast ; 
He gaed awa' frae hame an' me, 
Tho' Jamie, Jamie, I lo'ed nane but thee ! 

Jamie, wull ye come tae me ? 
Jamie, wull ye come tae me ? 
I canna, daurna, cross the sea. 
Or, Jamie, I would gang tae thee ! 

The Simmer flooers that deck the lea, 
Sae charmin' yince, noo charm na me ; 
The lav' rocks trill their sangs in vain, 
Nae bird noo cheers me wi' its strain. 
An' lanely by the burn I stray 
That saftly sings a pleasin' lay. 
But, oh ! its sangs can soothe na me 
Sin' Jamie, Jamie he gaed ower the sea. 

Jamie, wull ye come tae me, &c. 

O Jamie, come, nae mair I'll jest. 
But press thee tae my faithfu' breast, 
Whaur beats the heart that lo'es but thee — 
O Jamie, come — oh, come tae me ! 
Were ye but here we'd pairt nae mair. 
But ither's joys an' sorrows share ; 
There's nane could tell hoo blest I'd be 
Were Jamie, Jamie tae come back tae me. 



Jamie, wull ye come tae me ? 
Jamie, wull ye come tae me ? 
I canna, daurna, cross the sea, 
Or, Jamie, I would gang tae thee ! 
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<l^n WaxAxx, 

Sonnet. 

HE tyrant king now rules our land once more 
Whose sceptre's sway'd upon an icy throne ; 
His reign is stern, but, hark ! 'twill soon be o'er, 
And bright-eyed Spring, with Flora's train in store, 

Shall reign supreme when'er the sage is gone. 
May soon his knell be rung, for, ah 'twould seem 

The merc'less wretch rejoices in the wail 
Of hapless ones now drifting down the stream 

Of direst poverty. Their woeful tale 
Is drown'd by stern King Winter's deep-toned voice 

Now raised above the wailings of despair. 

But strain your ears ye who have aught to spare ; 
Perhaps you'll hear the cries whose hearts rejoice 

To aid the poor and soothe each heart-felt care. 




'OW far from the scenes sae enchanting and fair, 
Where Tweed, in its beauty, rows sweetly alang, 
I feel that again I would fain wander there, 
Sae dear to my heart is that birth-place o' sang. 

Each spot has been touch 'd wi' the magical wand 
O' the wizard whose power is immortal as love ! 

The hills and the glens o' oor dear Border-land 
Are hallow'd a' wi' the spells that he wove. 
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Fve stood near the heart's dust of Scotland's brave king, 
When shone the bright moon thro' yon auld Abbey aisles ; 

The lunar rays darting from chancel to wing 
Like frolicsome ghosts 'mid the ruinous piles. 

Now grand in its ruins, what must it ha'e been, 
Ere time, wi' its changes, sic ruin had wrought ! 

For " Ichabod " marked on each buttress is seen, 
An' silence reigns there, for the monks they are not. 

Wi' pleasure I've mused in a Scottish queen's grove, — 

An' oftimes in fancy the fairies I've seen ; 
While courting the Muse as by Elwan I'd rove, 

That haunt o' the wee folks, the famed Fairy Dean. 

Nae langer the elfin race trip o'er the green ! 

Their music has ceased, but the " ring " still is there, 
Where aft' they ha'e danc'd 'neath the moon's siller sheen. 

An' cuisten their cantrips o' love, joy, or care. 

Ay ! oft I ha'e roved where the minstrel has been, 
Wi' feelings o' pleasure an' pairtly o' pride ; 

An' spell-bound ha'e gazed on the scenes he has seen, — 
Those treasures o' beauty on bonnie Tweedside. 

Tho' reivers ance peopled the place o' my birth — 

Their sons true to this will unitedly stand ; 
There isna a spot on the bosom o' earth 

Sae dear tae their hearts as their ain Border-land. 
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(Kbriattatt ^ttt^rs. 

Sonnet. 

HILE down the damp, the dark, an' dreary mine, 
Some sixty fathoms, toiling day by day. 

There is One nigh to cheer us on our way. 
And guide our footsteps down the steep incline. 
The song of lark beneath a sky of blue 

May cheer the hearts of those in upper air, 

But songs of Zion burst forth here an' there, 
In caverns deep from happy hearts an' true. 
The oil lamps trimm'd and on our foreheads lit 

Remind us of a better, brighter Liglit — 

The Light of Life, who aids us in the fight 
With deatl'i and danger in the gloomy pit. 

In Him we'll trust until we reach the goal ; 

While here, He knows there's sunshine in the soul 



%Q 



S 'NNHT. 




O-DAY thou hast thy fiftieth birthday seen. 
And one who knew and loved thee long ago 
Would wish thee joy — 'tis all I can bestow : 
May thou be happier than thou'st ever been. 
No doubt thou hast throughout thy long career 
With him, thy choice, been blest with happy times, 
When all went well and smooth as poets' rhymes, 
Nor thought thou'ti e'er have cause to slied a tear. 
Of grief and gladness thou hast had l\\>j Wv^ct^i \ 
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And somewhat of the former I can trace, 
But more of that which lighted up thy face 
In other years ere thou hadst known a care. 
The love-lit eyes and winning smiles are there — 
E'en Time's stern changes hath not changed thy hair. 




[E'VE waited lang, an* wearily watched 
The turn o' Fortune's wheel, 
But Fortune, wi' a mis- attached, 

Seems set against oor weal. 
Yet, darksome though oor prospects seem, 

Still, hope's bright beacon burns ; 
When Winter 's deid we ken fu' weel 
That floo'ry Spring returns. 

The langest lane a turning has. 

While 'yond cluds black an' grey 
There is a silver lining lurks — 

We've heart the auld fo'k say. 
An' though we've disappointed been 

For mony a langsome day, 
It may be for the best — wha kens ? 

In heart we trust it may. 

We'll look tae Him wha lo'es us a'. 

An' cheers the sadden'd heart, 
Tae bring aboot a better time, 

His blessin's tae impart. 
We thank the Giver o' ilk guid 

For comforts that we ha'e, 
An' bless His name for ilka freen' 

Wha aid us in the way. 
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We ask for nocht but leave tae toil, 

An' heartfelt gratitude 
Is oors tae thee, dear, cherished freen', 

For daein' what ye could. 
But come what may, we'll no despair, 

Despite oor backward thraw ! 
The cluds that noo owershadow us 

Ere lang will steer awa. 



Love, and that intensified, in her gentle bosom glow'd — 
Angels might have envied her whose heart with love o^erflow'd ; 
Deep down in her heart of hearts were nurtured schemes of bliss — 
Yea, blessings that to many homes brought peace and happiness. 

Each generous deed and gift of grace in heav'n shall be enrolled — 
More precious they are in His sight than mortals can unfold. 
In wisdom's ways, while here below, in humble guise she trod, 
Labouring in the vineyard of her Saviour and her God — 
Yea, walking in His footsteps who bore our guilty load! • 

Had I the power, in deathless strains I'd paint her matchless worth. 

And tell the world no kinder heart, or purer, beat on earth ! 

M orn,noon,and e'en she sovv'd the seed that cheer'd the wido ws'heart ; 

In homes of want, her charities bade poverty depart. 

Like Him who felt for others' woes, his handm'aid deeply felt. 

To Him, in whom she trusted, for guidance oft she knelt. 

Oh ! well may we her loss bewail, whose spirit soar'd on high — 

None there a brighter crown shall wear whose deeds can never die 



/ 



52 POEMS AND SONGS. 



^15 lenity's %anunt* 

/^ MONY ups an' doons aw've haen 
TS^ Within the Dookit* wa's 
For fower an' fifty years bygane 

Jist as the term-time fa's. 
But noo the ruif 's fa'in' in they say — 

Weel, weel, jist let it fa' ; 
Awll suffer daith in ony way, 

But canna leev't ava' ! 

Yet aw maun gang, aw'm forced tae gang 

Losh ha'e a care o' mie ! 
Ha'in' i' the Dookit leev'd sae lang, 

Aw'd liket in't tae deye ! 
Ye needna speir what gars the tear 

Come trickhn' thrae ma een ; 
Nae wonder aw'm sae dour an' sweer 

Tae leeve ma auldest freen'. 

(iin aw but thocht 'twad ser' mie yet. 

Nae Dean o' Guil' wad e'er 
Make mie consent tae steer a fit, 

Or thrae the Dookit steer. 
Aw canna leeve 'mong fremm'd folk now, 

Sae lang IVe leeved masel' ; 
Wi' grief ma hert is fillin' fow, 

Nane can ma sorrows tell. 



• Dookit — Auld Jenny's pet name for her dwellinji-house in Kirk W>-nd, Selkirk, the ro^f 
cf which fell in on the night of April 22nd, 1878, onlj* a few hours after she was induced b> 
the Dean of Guild, sorely against her will, to leave the "auld hoose. 
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Auld hoose ! what tho' yer ruif-trie fa's ? 

Aw still wad cling tae thee — 
Ay ! stey within yer ruin'd wa's 

Tho^ aw should burrit be. 
Aw canna muckle langer last, 

Sae what's ae year or twae ? 
Let's sie — aw'm aichty-seeven past 

The Selkraik Yule-fair day. 

Some say ma yidge is ninety year — 

Weel, weel, it may be sae ; 
Aw ken awVe stude the teer an' weer 

O' mony a ruggit day — 
Ay ! borne the brunt o' hardships sair ; 

There's Yin wha kens it a', 
E'en Him whae num'ers a' oor hair 

An' merks the sparrow's fa'. 

An' tho' aw'm hameless, noo, an' auld, 

Aw'U lippen tae His care ; 
Aw'm hale an' yibble yet, an' yauld, 

An' winna e'er despair. 
Tho' whiles aw weel may fume an' fret, 

Aw'll try an' thankfu' bie ; 
But while aw've braith aw'll ne'er forget 

The auld hoose dear tae mie ! 



/T\H ! why this gloomy sadness, 
^S^ This melancholy madness, 
When all around is gladness 
And fair to others' view ? 
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Now I hear the reapers' song 
On the zephyrs borne along — 
Ah ! they seem a happy throng, 
Their cares and sorrows few. 

Yonder lark, now high in space, 
King of all the songster race. 
Oft its course I loved to trace 

Ere sorrow pierced my breast, 
When it warbled on the wing, 
Making all around to ring : 
Now, alas ! each note's a sting 

To a heart with grief opprest. 

And why this morbid feeling, 
A mind diseased revealing ? 
Is there no hope of healing. 

No source whence joy can come? 
Yes ! methought I heard a voice 
Whisper thus — " Make this your choice — 
Look heavenward and rejoice — 

The Christian's future home. 

" There are pleasures there in store 
Shall be granted evermore 
If you ask but Him who bore 

Griefs greater far than thine." 
I knelt and breathed a prayer, 
Laying all my sorrows bare 
To Him who's everywhere — 

Now joy in heart is mine ! 
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CjlWEEP the cobwebs frae the hoose, 
Ctf Mak a'thing clean aroon*. 
Dinna let yer claes hing loose, 

An' rake less i' the toon. 
Keep yer tongue within yer teeth, 

An' smother passion's lowe ; 
Ye min' me o' the wife o* Beith 

Wi' tongue o' fire an' tow. 

Wash yer face an' kame yer hair, 

An' mak' yersel' fu' douce; 
Scrub an' clean oor twa' weans there, 

As weel as min' the hoose. 
Syne ye'll fin' wha's been tae blame 

For ilka drucken spree ; 
Wha' could stay in sic a hame ? 

Guidwife, it isna me. 

Ilka nicht my heart is sair 

While forced oor hoose tae lea', 
Seekin' peace some itherwhere, 

Whilk aft ends in a spree. 
Still, the comforts that I've haen 

In ''publics" o' the best 
Are like simmer freens noo gane — 

They dinna stan' the test. 

Get my claes frae oot the pawn, 

An' tae the kirk I'll gae ; 
Let us pay ilk yin we're aw'n' 

An' tread life's better way. 
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Syne we'll ha*e a chance tae ken 
What 'tis in heart tae feel 

That whilk is man^s chiefest en' 
An' hopes o' future weal. 

Min' you /'s an' ^'s, guidwife. 

An' dae the best ye can, 
Gin ye want tae end oor strife 

An' ha'e me act the man — 
Tak' ye my advice, an' strive 

Wi' willin' heart an' han', 
An' sure as three an' twa' mak five 

I'll prove a kin' guidman. 



JSurna. 

^"TJJ nee mair aroond the festive board, 
^ ^ Oor hearts wi' ardour glowin', 
We've met in name o' him adored, 

Whose fame ilk year is growin'. 
We're prood on this, his natal day, 

Oor praises to renew, man ! 
Wha' wadna heartfelt liomage pay 

To Scotia's darlin' plewman ? 

Nae itber land can boast a Burns, 
An' we are prood tae know it : 

Ay, while this hallow'd day returns 
He'll stand the foremost poet ! 

His " Scots wha' ha'e wi' Wallace bled " 
Proves he'd a patriot's spirit — 
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Sic noble thochts tae verses wed 
Proclaims a deathless merit. 

Wha' hasna read that gem which tells 
' Whence sprung auld Scotia's grandeur ? 
His " Hills an' dales an' mossy fells," 

An' " Burnie's sweet meander"; 
His " De'il cam fiddlin' thro' the toon," 

An' matchless " Rab the Ranter : " 
His " Banks an' Braes o' bonnie Doon," 

An' glorious " Tam o' Shanter " ? 

His " Hieland Mary," lo'ed sae weel, 

Proves lie'd a heart fu' tender — 
A heart that pitied e'en the de'il 

Could nocht but love engender. 
Altho' he aft exposed to view 

A' sham an' saunt pretenders, 
For what was noble, guid, an' true. 

He rank'd 'mang best defenders. 

His " Bonnie Lass o' Ballochmyle," 

An' " Jean " unmatch'd by ony ; 
His '' Charmin' Nannie free frae guile, 

Sae spotless an' sae bonnie." 
An' ither lays we needna name, 

When linkit a' thegether, 
Are floo'ers that Scotland's prood tae claim- 

Whose blossoms ne'er shall wither. 

To Burns, the noblest o' his kind, ' 

What gratitude we're owin' 
For a' the gems he left behind 

An' truisms worth knowin' ! 
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His name an' fame can never dee- 
Time's echo answers, Never/ 

While men lo'e truth an' liberty, 
Burns lives, an' lives fm^ ever ! 




Wat Bmtt' itttttstwL 

AX doon ma harp frae aif the wa', 
Syne haund it ower tae me ; 
An' ere ma latest breath I draw 

Ae pairtin' sang I'll gi'e. 
The theme shall be ma native land — 

Auld Scotia ever free ; 
Its hills an' glens an' mountains grand 
Ma latest lay maun be. 

« 

I lo'e the land that gave me birth 

Far mair than tongue can tell, 
There's no its like on a' the earth 

For mountain, muir, an' fell, 
An' rocky glens, an streamlets clear, 

An' flow'rets rich an' rare ; 
But a' that charm'd the e'e an' ear 

I'll see an' hear nae mair. 

Nae mair I'll gaze on yonder scene, 

The glory o' the west, 
When bathed in Simmer's gowden sheen 

An' robed in Nature's best ; 
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An' never mair adoon the dell 

ril hear the burnie's sang 
That thro' thy bonnie woods, Dalzell, 

Sae sweetly rows alang. 

Ah, no ! the cauld damp dews o' death 

Are gathering on my broo, 
But I shall wi' my latest breath 

Roose thee, the land I lo'e. 
Your glorious scenes, noo fading fast, 

Tm unca laith tae lea' — 
Dear land ! I lo'e thee tae the last — 

Fareweel, fareweel tae thee ! 



/7\ THOU art welcome to our shore, 
^2^ Prince Albert Edward's bride — 
We'll learn to love thee more and more 

As Time shall onward glide. 
We're told that beautiful thou art 

In features, form, and mind ; 
Then may thou in thy woman's heart 

Prove gentle, loving, kind ! 

Ten thousand banners now uprear'd 

A heartfelt welcome prove, 
While countless hearts show thou'rt endear'd 

By swelling shouts of love. 
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May Heaven bless thy future life 
I^ng, long wi' him thy choice ; 

And ne'er may cankering care nor strife 
Commingle with thy joys. 

But while we wish thee happiness, 

Far be that coming day 
When thou shalt change thy present bliss 

1 o reign as Queen, we pray ! 
O Heaven grant our gracious Queen 

May yet for many years 
Rule us as we have rul^d been, 

And Thou shalt spare our tears ! 

But who would now of weeping speak 

When thousands are so gay, 
And smiles are dimpling evVy cheek 

On this auspicious day ? 
We'll join the mighty loyal throng 

Whose cheers now rend the air, 
And from our soul shout loud and long — 

" God bless the Royal Pair ! '' 



mat ^Mm Mtti tor jk^? 

/^ BONNIE Jeannie, wilt thou meet wi' me 
qS^ Doon by the burn, or on yon flooVy lea. 
Or whaur the gowden-blossom*d broom waves free. 
At the gloamin' grey ? 
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Come, dearest lassie, thou hast nocht tae fear — 
111 harm thee not, but whisper i' thine ear 
Those tales o' blissfu' love, true an' sincere, 
For heartfelt are they. 

Nae ithers e'er can feel the boundless love 
That lang IVe felt for thee, my gentle dove ; 
Nane kens its strength — an' strong 'twill ever prove 

Ay ! an' faithfu' be. 
Then, darling Jeannie, wilt thou meet me where 
Auld Nature's gems, like thee, are bloomin' fair ? 
The beauties o' ilk fairy scene we'll share 

Gin thou'lt meet wi' me. 

Dear Jeannie, meet me, then, at dewy eve, 
An' fear me not, I winna thee deceive ; 
Kind love an' sterlin' truth my bosom heave 

For thy bonnie sel'. 
O bless me wi' ae sunny smile o' thine, 
Thou best an' brightest gem o' womankin', 
That I in heart may feel thou'lt yet be mine, 

Floo'ret o' the dell ! 

Then meet me, Jeannie, an' I will unfold 
Tae thee heart-feelin's that will ne'er grow old ; 
I'll tell thee o' a love will ne'er grow cold, 

But will brighter glow ! 
An' shouldst thy heart responsive beat tae mine — 
Shouldst thou for me thy faither's hame resign — 
Undreamt o' joys, my Jeannie, shall be thine 

While the life-streams flow ! 
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I^att an' Stibbg. 

JEAJV. 

^A, Tibby woman, come awa' an' rest yer banes awee ; 
Jist come in ower an' gie's yer crack, we'll ha'e a cup o' tea. 
Hoot-toot I yer man '11 no be hame for hauf-an'-'oor an' mair ; 
Tak' aff yer shawl an' bonnet, lass, an' forrit bring yer chair. 

Aw'm gled tae see ye Tak' it oot, the gless is geyan sma', 

But ye'U anither moothfu' get afore ye gang awa'. 
We seldom ha'e it i' the hoose — by luck that pickle's there ; — 
Ye ken aw've whiles tae tak a drap, ma stammick's aft that sair. 
liut that's atween oorsel's, d'ye see? the gudeman's total noo, 
An' stammick weel or ill, d'ye ken, ae drap he'll no alloo ! 
He won'ers whaur the siller's gaun, he canna see't ava' — 
As if aw'd waste ae penny o' 'is liard-earn'd gear — na, na ! 

T/BBV. 

** Ma ain gudeman's jist like yer ain sin' he turn'd ower the leaf — 
The waste o' siller's a' his cry, as if aw was a thief! 
He thinks that twa-pun'-ten a week should get us meat an' claes, 
An' fiytes an' grumbles ilka nicht aboot ma wastefu' ways. 
'Twas jist yestreen, nae faur'er gane, he swore like a dragoon. 
An' raised 'ii haun' tae strike me deid, because aw'd papt 'is shoon ! 
Ay ! nane kens better than yersel' hoo ane's tae strive an' plan 
Tae mak' en's meet, an' honest be atween oor God an' man. 
But aye the mair aw've tried tae save, the faur'er doon aw sink; 
Aw'm sliure aw'd mair amang ma haun's afore he stapt the drink, 
rhe de'il tak' tot'lers ane an' a' — they keep fowk in a stew ; 
Aw canna thole their ways ava' wha wear the Ribbon Blue !" 

/EAy. 

''Oo're baith o' ae min', neebor Tib; they ir a selfish crew — 
Nae sympathy ha'e they ava' for slaves like me an' you. 
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They dinna ken what hoose-wark is, as little dae they care — 

Tae think they'll no alloo a drap ! Here ! tak'awee drap main 

Ma faith ! 00 wirk for a* we get, wi' baith oor haun's an* brains : 
See ! there's whit aw've tae dae the nicht — men' breeks for duddy 

weans. 
They're barefit tae, an' guidness kens whan things'!! tak' a turn ! 
We'll sune no ha'e a steek o' claes but whit is a' ootworn. 
An' as for new things — save us a' ! — oor siller's no that rife ; 

Aw've gat nae mair a week than you sin' e'er aw was a wife. 

Whit's a' yer hurry ? Stop awee ! tak this afore ye gae, 

An' whan ye come oor way again be shure an' ca'. Guid day !" 



JEAN. 

THREE YEARS AFTER. 

" Hech sirs ! but Time mak's queer ower-turns, some rise an' ithers fa' ! 

Aw've afen won'ert whaur ye wis the years ye've been awa', 

Yer gudeman's deid? aw'm wae tae hear't; an' whaur's yer bairnies 

three ? 
Lord save us ! dae ye tell me sae — they're i' the puir's-hoose wi' ye? 
Na Tb ye needna luk across tae whaur the Greybeard stuid ! 
Afore aw'd keep or drink a drap, aw'd spill ma ain heart's-bluid ! 
Nae stammick ailments noo aw ha'e, nae hidin' o' the drink ; 
Thank God aw saw ma error ere aw plunged ower ruin's brink ! 
Ay ! on ma breist aw'm wearin', lass, the badge o' bonny blue ! 
Within oor hame, sae wretched ance, there's peace an' plenty noo. 
Oor bairns are fed an' better cled, as weel's ma man an' me ; 
An' if oo're spared anither year, this hoose oor ain'll be." 

TIBBV. 

*'0 had I ta'en ma man's advice, lang or he gaed awa', 
Nor me nor weans wad e'er been class'd 'mang pairish puir ava'. 
Ay ! aw'm tae blame, fu' weel aw ken, but there's nae help for't noo; 
Ma earthly hopes are blichted a', an' hopes o' heaven too. . 
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Na, na ! aw'll ne'er be better, Jean ; awVe tint a' self-control — 

AwVe sic a cravin' aft for drink, aw*d niffer for't ma soul. 

Aw carena for the future, Jean — the time that's noo is mine ; — 

O woman, gie's a gless or twa for sake o' auld langsyne ! 

Aw feel a pain — a burnin' pain — within ma bosom here ! 

O God ! what's this come ower me noo ! 'Tis daith ! an' daith 

aw fear ! 
Ae moothfu', Jean ! — Gudeman ! — ma bairns ! — Ae drap afore aw 

sink ! 
\Vhat tho' it's been a bitter curse ? O gi'e me drink ! drink ! ! 

drink ! ! !" 

JEAK. 

** Alas, she's deid ! the demon Drink another victim claims, 
While thoosands still are suffrin thro't wha yince had happy hames. 
War' ilka yin tae shun the cup, source o' disease an' daith, 
Nae ither warldly ills could bring tae fowk sae muckle skaith. 
Undreamt o' joys an' pleasures sweet would then supremely reign 
In hearts an' homes noo desolate if freed frae Scotland's bane. 
But while the monstrous fraud exists, tho' guid fowk preach an' pray. 
There will be tears an' broken hearts crush'd 'neath Drinks subtle 

sway. 
Sae we maun work tae save an' bless till Drink shall banish'd be — 
If His wull's tae be dune on airth as it is dune on hie ! 
I'he God o' love will help them a' wha' lend a helping hand 
'I ae stem that tide o' misery that flows throughoot oor land !" 



^7T| LL hail, thou little stranger, hail ! who would not welcome 
O^ thee 

NVith open arms and generous hearts whoe'er thou mayest be ? 
The heartless ones who left thee thus the world may never know — 
Enough, thou hast abandon'd been — well, flow'ret^ be it so. 
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Thou shalt be cared-for tenderly, thy wants shall be supplied. 

And love of strangers shall be thine thy parents have denied. 

We cannot roll the veil aside that hides thy future fate — 

'Tis like thy birth, a mystery we cannot penetrate ; 

But should'st thy life be spared to thee, who know'st but thou 

may'st prove 
That worth from worthless ones may spring — a well of boundless love. 
The seeds of poesy, perchance, are planted in thy soul, 
That may in beauty's bloom burst forth and spread from pole to pole. 
A deathless name may yet be thine, though thou art nameless now — 
Ay! well-earn'd wreaths of laurel yet may deck thy woman's brow. 
Strange thoughts are flitting through the mind while thus I gaze 

on thee — 
Thoughts unexpressed, yet hopeful they, of what thou yet may be. 
True, thou in after years may know what 'tis to suffer care, 
But, oh ! may He whose name is Love guard thee from ev'ry snare. 
May thou in beauty grow apace, in features form, and mind, 
And prove to all who shall thee know a gem of womankind. 
Though parted from the parent stem, and rudely cast away, 
There's One who'll ne'er desert thee — ^nol but prove thy Friend 

for aye ! 
May peace within thy bosom reign throughout a long career 
Of usefulness, of faithfulness, and heartfelt godly fear ! 
May thou a bright example show to all thy sisterhood ; 
While life is granted thee, may thou prove ever kind and good ! 



®0 a Wixei%ts. 

Madam, — 

/?\FTTIMES I've listen'd to old Ocean's roar 
^^ Whilst fiercely beating 'gainst a rocky shore, 
And heard the mighty thunders overhead 
Whilst raging storm-fiends desolation spread. 
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In other lands I've heard the deaf ning cheer 
When Britons charged the foe in mad career ; 
And I have heard the big-mouth'd cannons there 
Send forth a noise which rent the midnight air 
And shook the everlasting hills, which stood 
Tow'ring aloft near to the scenes of blood. 
" But what is all this din of war to me?" 
Perchance thou'lt ask. Well, Madam, let me see- 
The howling tempest and the Ocean's roar, 
The boom of cannons numb'ring twenty score. 



With yells and groans of wounded men combined. 

Can't be compared to what? I'll speak my mind ! — 

To the infernal fury of your tongue, 
The like of which, since earth from chaos sprung. 
Ne'er wagg'd in woman's head " 'Tis false," you say ; 
" There have been such." Well, Madam, where are they? 
If I were forced by fate to make the choice. 
To live within the compass of your voice 
Or banish'd be to regions distant far 
Where savage foemen wage eternal war, 
I'd choose the latter, and be thankful, too ; — 
Such is t/ie truth, and what is truth is true. 



Mnbas Mstaxiat. 



"^CYETHINKS I hear some sympathetic souls 
C^ Who read the tale of Judas and his fate, 
In words pathetic sympathise with Him 
Who was betray'd into the merc'less hands 
Of those who longed to shed the precious blood 
Of Jesus Christ, whose precious blood was shed. 
And they, perchance, may curse the hapless wretch, 
With feelings deep, for his unhallow'd deed, 
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Assured that none who had a heart toVeel, 

Save Judas, none could thus our Lord betray. 

But wheresoever that wretched soul is now, 

Ah ! wheresoever, alas, we scarce dare think — 

Should doom of everlasting death be his — 

And we are told he'd better ne'er been born — 

No more deserving he than you and I, 

Who oft for less have sold the Prince of Life / 

Start not, dear souls, 'tis true ; but Jesus died 

That we through faith in His sin-cleansing blood 

Might live with Him where death can never come. 

Is this faith yours? or are your hearts unchanged? 

If so, what hope of life can e'er be yours 

While servile slaves to soul-destroying sin ? 

Perchance you think that all will yet be well — 

Poor souls ! no lease of life have I, have you ? 

Our time is now^ and who can boast of then ? 

To-morrow's sun may rise but not on us, 

Its glorious beams may cheer our hearts no more ; 

The gentle voice whose soothing tones now fall 

Upon the heart with worldly cares opprest— 

That voice will soon be hush'd, that heart be still. 

For death draws nigh, that change which comes o'er all. 

The present's mine — I'd ask, What more is yours? 

Are you of those who drink the fatal cup 

Which bears the stamp of dire disease and crime, 

Of sorrow, sin, and everlasting death ? 

Beware ! its dregs shall bear their bitter fruit. 

There is a cup which cheers the heavenward bound, 

But death to those unchanged in heart, who taste — 

Ay ! death to all who, Judas-like, would kiss 

But to betray, and crucify afresh 

The " Man of Sorrows," God's beloved Son ! 

You're not of those ; no man can you condemn 
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For such a sin ; but other sins are yours 

Which God condemns. Awake, poor sinners, now ! 

Desert the fiend who holds your souls in thrall j 

Awake from this world's false delusive dream ; 

Hoist ye the blood-stain'd banner of the Cross : — 

Why fight for death when life can be obtained ? 

Our Father, God, has brought salvation nigh — 

Yea, unto all now trampling under foot 

The blood of Him who died and rose again^ 

O'er death and hell triumphant evermore ! 

Alas, poor Judas ! airid, alas, poor souls 

Yet unawaken'd to the awful truth 

That day by day they in the footsteps tread, 

Of him who sold the Way, the Truth, the Life ! 

But upward look, there's life in one fond look — 

Fear not, our Father calls ye now. 

The Prince of Peace shall welcome with a smile 

Each wand'rer back from folly's sinful course. 

Accept the love which has so long been spurned — 

O Brother ! Sister ! do believe, and live ! 



'"^fl ' YE wha aft Parnassus spiel, 

(^ ^ Whase hearts, aw ken, are form'd tae feel 

For sorrows no yer ain, — 
Come, thraw aside yer wonted glee, 
An' wail in moumfu' strains wi' me 

For Johnnie noo that's gane. 
He was a kindred son o' sang, 
A genius bricht, oor Laureate lang, 

A heav'n-inspired bard ; 
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But noo 'is harp's unstrung for aye, 
His noble speerit's pass'd away 

Tae meet its just reward. 
Tho' poortith was 'is lot frae birth, 
He felt the richest chiel on yirth 

When pond'rin' by yon brook. 
Afttimes he dander'd there at e'en, 
His soul enraptured wi' the scene 

Portray'd in Nature's book. 
'Tis hard that we are forced tae tine 
A true-born follower o' the Nine — 

Nae wonder we deplore ; 
Yet prood tae ken that Johnnie's fame 
Shall wing its way like fiery flame, 

An' spread frae shore tae shore. 

The lassies here '11 miss 'im sair 
Wha aft tae Johnnie did repair 

Tae mak' their sad complaints, 
Hoo a' their luve they'd thrawn awa' 
On chiels nae worth a winnle-straw. 

An' onything but saints. 
Ae winsome wench the ither nicht 
Had watch'd her jo wi' sic'like '* fricht " 

Doon by the ^Mang dyke sides." 
Oor poet lauch'd sic tales tae hear, 
An' bade them " dicht the fa'in' tear — 

They'd shortly a' be brides." 
His pen an' ink war aye at han' — 
He'd tak' a snuff, syne this 'is plan, 

Tae dash them aff a screed 
Whaurin the beauties o' their mind 
He even't untae gowd refined — 

A walthy prize indeed. 
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Nae chiel possess'd o' common-sense 
Could e'er withstand 'is eloquence, 

Portray'd in glowin' verse. 
But, lassies, he has left ye a' ; 
Tho' tears like thun'er-spates should fa', 

That sunshine can't disperse, 
They ne'er will bring him back tae life 
Tae share yer sorrows, joys, an' strife — 

He's gane for guid an' a'. 

When fell disease was spreedin' fast 
Wi' fatal force, in years gane past. 

He proved the patient's freen'. 
Fowk durstna gang whaur fever raged — 
Fowk a' were itherwise engaged. 

Or "couldna stan' the scene" — 
Save twa whase hearts then urged them on 
Tae tend the sick in unison — 

Noo baith ha'e pass'd awa'. 
Oor bardie aft at deid o' nicht, 
Whaure'er he saw a glimmerin' licht. 

Was sure at ance tae ca'. 
Afttimes he fand fowk i' despair, 
Wi' nane at han', for nane were there, 

Tae cule their bumin' broo, 
Or gi'e them drink their thirst tae slake ; 
But Johnnie for 'is brethren's sake 

Did a' that man could do. 
Nae dreed o' daith he'd then himsel', 
But, lo ! it cam' — sad tale tae tell — 

An' come it will tae a' j 
But weel it's kenn'd that thoosan's may 
Baith come an' gang, but what are they 

Compared wi' Johnnie Ha' ? 
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^i USH'D is the Minstrel's voice for aye- 
O^ No more we'll hear his thrilling lay 
That told of deeds on fields of fame 
Where Scotia's sons have gained a name — 
A glorious name that ne'er will die, 
One wed to immortality ! 
We mourn his loss, but could not stay 
The bard now pass'd from earth away — 
His loss we mourn, but could not stay 
The Minstrel's soul now pass'd away ! 



Hush'd is the Minstrel's voicejbelow, 
No more he'll make our bosoms glow 
And thrill with joy his songs to hear — 
Those melting strains that charm'd the ear 
And raised the sinking heart above 
All earthly cares — sweet songs of love. 
We mourn his loss but could not stay 
The Border Minstrel pass'd away ! 

The Minstrel's gone whose magic wand 
Has waved to fame our Border-land ; 
Whilst to the sea Tweed rolls along 
His name shall live in tale and song. 
The glens, the, meads, and hills around 
He stamp'd for ever, classic ground ! 
We mourn his loss but could not stay 
The Minstrel's soul now pass'd away — 
His loss we mourn but could not stay 
The great magician pass'd away I 
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^Kl AIL, Yarrow ! glorious Yarrow ! in deathless sang renown'd, 
C^ Ance mair I hear thy waters row, there's music i' the sound; 
Again I tread thy sacred braes, where afttimes I ha'e stray' d 
An' join'd the birds in gleesome sangs w^ithin the forest glade. 

Aft pointed oot tae me has been ilk dull an' dowie den, 
But aye as aft I've felt a joy that nane but lovers ken — 
Ay ! afttimes I ha'e gladsome been in Yarrow's deepest glades, 
Exchanging vows o' deathless luve wi' ane o' Yarrow's maids. 

Tho' years ha'e fled sin' last we met, it seems like yesterday : 
The glorious sun in beauty shone doon on a landscape gay ; 
The thrush an' merle sang cheerily, while frae my native hills 
Cam' dancin' doon richt merrily a thoosan' lucid rills. 

An' yonder yet the sacred spot, beneath yon hawthorn tree, 
Whaur last my vows were breathed tae Jean before I cross'd the sea. 
We spak' nae words o' sorrow then, but promised tae be true ; 
For, oh ! oor hearts wi' brichtest hopes an' love were brimmin' fu'. 

The snaw-whiie blossoms frae the tree fell doon in gentle showers 
Upon oor heids when last me met tae croon oor blissful hours — 
Bright emblems o' thy purity, my ain, my winsome marrow : 
The warld could boastna o' thy like, thou peerless queen o' Yarrow ! 

Ay, Jean, thou wert the bonniest, the kindest, and the best 
That ever mortal man, fair Jean, press'd tae a. manly breast. 
Methinks I feel the then love-thrill that shot through ilka vein 
When last I clasp'd thy fau'tless form, an' kenn'd thou wert my ain ! 

But yonder stands the rural cot that shelters bonnie Jean — 
Beat not sae wildly, flutt'rin' heart, for true she aye has been. 
I feel that years o' happiness are yet in store for me : 
For this, O hallow d Yarrow ! I bless my Jean an' thee. 
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Urigbt^r Bags. 

^^^O more the clouds obscure the sky 
O^ That lately floated o'er me, 
I hear not now the stifled sigh, 
Nor see the tear that dimm'd thine eye 
When wrestling with stern poverty — 
My wife, how I adore thee ! 

Ofttimes thou'd strive, but strove in vain 

To chase away my sorrow ; 
Thy gentle words but added pain, 
I thought my heart would rend in twain, 
For then I felt that ne'er again 

I'd see a blissful morrow. 

I've dash'd aside the starting tear, 
My children round me cHnging, 

Whose cries of want assail'd mine ear. 

My soul in anguish torn to hear 

Their sad complaints 'mid prospects drear- 
Now hark ! I hear them singing ! 

O list the sweet soul-saving lay 

From happy hearts now pouring, 
It points poor weary ones the way 
Where joys can be secured for aye 
In brighest realms of endless day — 
Trutl\? thousands are ignoring. 

Yes ! brighter days have come at last. 

We know nor grief, nor sadness, 
Tho' keenly blaws the wintry blast, 
No longer is our sky o'ercast. 
That time of tribulation's past. 

Our bosoms heave with gladness. 
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'WA days ilk week auld Katie wends 
Her weary way throughoot oor streets ; 
An' while beneath her load she bends, 
Thus ilka passer-by she greets — 

"Fine caller herrin'." 

The soond is wafted far an' wide, 
An' wives an' weans atten' the ca' ; 

Sune Katie's wadg'd on ilka side, 

Some wanting "yin," an' some for "twa" 

"Fine caller baddies." 

Nae crafty cunning's in her e'e — 

Her face is open as the day, 
Her manner's jovial, frank, an' free. 

An' there is music i' the lay — 

" Fine caller herrin'." 

Afttimes a few auld jealous folk, 

Tae mak' things shure, at Katie speers 

Gin they are fresh withoot a joke. 
An' Katie thunders i' their ears — 

"Fine caller baddies." 

An' some there are wha' grudge the price — 
They'd ha'e them cheaper — ^grum'lin' crew— 

But Katie winna ax them twice 

"Jist tak' or want, here's twal tae you — 

Fine caller herrin'." 
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Nae kinder heart e'er beat, I ken, 

Than that within auld Katie's breist ; 
Tae them wha little ha'e tae spen* 

She slips unseen an extra * beast ' — 

"Fine caller herrin". 

See yon twa barefit beggar weans 

Hoo sad they look on a' that's bocht — 

They fain wad buy gif they'd the means, 
But Katie's gi'en them twa for nocht — 

" Fine caller baddies ". 

Tho' Katie's wark's laborious wark — 

Ilk yin, I ken, will that aloo — 
Lang may she steer her friendly bark 

Amang us a' tae sell, as noo, 

Caller ou ! caller ou ! 



"in ^^^^ND in need's a freend indeed," 
^ ^ So says the auld adage, an' true. 
O' freends IVe ha'en so few in need, 

I weel may sigh tae pairt wi' you. 
In heart it grieves me geyan sair 

That I am forced tae pairt wi' thee — 
Tae pairt, perchance, tae meet nae mair ; 

But siller ne'er wad stop wi' me ! 
Yet still I cling wi' tearfu' e'e 

Tae thee, my freend, the last I ha'e ; 
For, oh ! I dreed stern povertie ; — 

'Tis hard tae bear. But ye maun gae — 
The best o' freens maun pairt, d'ye see ? 

Sae fare-thee-weel ! fareweel for aye I 
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HY time I have trifled away, good Lord, 
Allured by this world's vain fleeting show 
Thy goodness and mercy IVe long ignored — 

O wretch that I am thus to treat Thee so ! 
A love that's unchanging is truly Thine, 

Or Thou wouldst ere this have cast me away ; 
For evil alone in this heart of mine 

Has swept from my soul the true light of day. 

But hearken, my soul, to His gentle voice 

In mercy still pleading — "Come, follow Me." 
Yea, Lord, I will follow, for Thou'rt my choice — 

In life and in death I will cleave to Thee ! 
True faith shall again bring peace to the heart ; 

Tho' weak. Thou wilt strengthen and keep me free ; 
Yea, doubtings and dread from the soul depart 

Whilst gazing on Him who has died for me ! 




Air^** The Scottish Emigrant's Farewell.'' 

AREWEEL, fareweel the barley bree, 
Fell source of crime, disease an' ruin ! 
Nae mair the temptin' cup for me. 

The paths o' life wi' misery strewing. 
Wi' help o' Him wha' rules on hie 

I'll touch not, taste not, handle never ; 
But this my heartfelt sang shall be — 
Fareweel, the demon Drink, for ever ! 
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We're safe beneath the sheltering shade 

O' Freedom's banner waving o'er us ; 
If we in God but trust for aid, 

A crowning victory lies before us. 
Press on, then, brethren, proving true, 

We'll banish Drink if we ne'er falter ; 
Let us our pledge ofttimes renew 

Wi' dauntless hearts aroond oor altar. 

In haunts o' vice I'll meet nae mair 

Wi' you, my auld companions, never ; 
But join oor ranks an' banish care. 

Syne there's my han' — we ne'er shall sever. 
Thus safe beneath the shelt'ring shade 

O' Freedom's banner waving o'er us, 
We'll trust in God for heavenly aid, 

An' joys unkenn'd, freen's, lie before us ! 




|HENCE comest thou, pale messenger of death, 
With awful force now sweeping down our vale ? 
Dost thou a pleasure feel in stopping breath ? 
Dost thou rejoice to hear our bitter wail ? 

The hills re-echo with the mournful tale 

That old and young are passing from our sight ; 

The Fever-fiend sweeps onward with the gale. 
Whose mission seems both old and young to smite. 

Thou carest not at whom thou throw'st thy dart — 
The ag^d sire thou strik'st, whose hair is grey. 

And oft thou piercest, too, a mother's heart ; 
Nor prayers nor tears their suff'rings can allay. 
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And smiling infants oft are snatch'd away — 
Those buds of promise ere the flowers expand, 

Are crush'd by thee ; while all unconscious they 
Of change, are wafted to the spirit-land. 

Ay ! many gems that shone with living light 
Within our homes, have gone to sparkle where 

No death can come to dim their lustre bright, 
Nor change their endless bliss to dark despair. 

Ah ! fain I'd tune my harp for other strains 
More joyous but, alas ! it may not be : 

The strings are strung to tell of woes and pains 
In solemn, sad, and joyless melody ! 

How strong men's tears, unseen, are flowing free 
For those they loved, now gone, for ever gone ! 

And woman's grief — her fearful agony — 
Despairing, hopeless, husbandless, alone ! 

Ah ! many now gaze on an empty chair 

With bursting hearts and eyes bedimm'd with tears. 
Or sob their sorrows o'er a lock of hair — 

Sad relic of their bygone hopes and fears. 

With you who mourn o'er loved and cherish 'd clay, 
A humble bard now plaintive wails with thee 

For those so loved, now pass'd from earth away 
To realms unchanging for eternity ! 

O may the Pest-fiend from amongst us flee, 

And grief give place to heartfelt joy once more ! 

Great God ! the sufF'ring ones now look to Thee — 
Thou Helper of the helpless — to restore ! 
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/T^ SAIR was my heart when I pairted wi' thee, 
TSf An' weel I could mark the saut tear i' yer e'e, 
The last time we met at the auld trystin' spot 
Whaur I vow'd tae be faithfu' tae thee, Jeannie Scott — 
Whaur I vow'd tae be faithfu' tae thee 1 

Tho' sad was oor pairtin', 'twas a' for the best, 

I left my ain land for a hame i* the west ; 

We thocht there that fortune micht further my lot 

When thou*d join me an' bask in its smiles, Jeannie Scott — 

When thou'd join me an' bask in its smiles ! 

Those fond hopes we cherish'd ha'e faded awa'. 

For fortune ne'er smiles on your lover ava' j 

But I'll sune be back tae my ain natal spot 

Whaur a welcome awaits me frae thee, Jeannie Scott — 

Whaur a welcome awaits me frae thee ! 

The wee birds may warble their love-sangs wi' glee. 
An' floo'ers bloom in beauty, nae pleasure they gie ; 
This warld seems a desert save ae sunny spot 
Whaur the licht o' my life brichtly shines, Jeannie Scott — 
Whaur the licht o* my life brichtly shines ! 

Ye win's ! waft me safe tae auld Scotland ance mair, 

An' her that I lo'e, syne fareweel tae despair, 

Nae mair I'll repine whatsoe'er be my lot, 

While thy heart's best affections are mine, Jeannie Scott — 

While thy heart's best affections are mine ! 

The clouds that obscure me shall sune melt awa'. 
An' joys shall be oors, syne, the the brichtest o* a' ; 
Thy sweet smiles will cheer me in some cosy cot. 
An' thy love banish care frae my heart, Jeannie Scott, — 
An' thy love banish care frae my heart 1 
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CjT mak's me blush tae tell thee o't, 
^ But I ha'e lo'ed thee lang, laddie, 
Sin* e'er ye cam* tae oor wee cot 

When tint the hills amang, laddie ! 
We twa ha*e been afttimes sinsyne 

In ither's companie, laddie ; 
An* tho* Tve jeer*d at love o* thine, 
Thou*rt dearly lo*ed by me, laddie ! 

Let ithers say whate*er they may, 

1*11 nifFer hearts wi* thee, laddie, 
Gin thou wilt stay, an* dinna gae 
Awa' frae hame an* me, laddie ! 

There's gowd my gran*sire left langsyne — 

A secret kept frae thee, laddie — 
Will in a year or twa be mine. 

An* his wha marries me, laddie ! 
Gin ye, than, lo'est me, dinna gae 

Tae gather gear elsewhere, laddie, 
But stay at hame — O Donald, stay — 

An* a* I ha*e thou*lt share, laddie ! 
Let ithers say, &c. 

The feckless laird o' Heather Ha* 

Cam' up the glen yestreen, laddie. 
An' fain afF-loof wad ta'en awa' 

My faith er's dochter^^^w, laddie ! 
My mither thocht I micht dae waur 

Gin heart-hale I micht be, laddie j 
My faither thocht that Duncan Mar 

Had best speir that at thee, laddie ! 
Let ithers say, &c. 
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O Donald, there is nane but thee 

Can cheer my heart ava', laddie ; 
An' Nature's charms can charnina me 

War ye tae gang awa', laddie ! 
But ilka bird their best will sing, 

An' floo'ers blume bonnilie, laddie, 
While i' my heart 'twill aye be Spring 
When blest wi' love an' thee, laddie ! 

Let ithers say whate'er they may, 

I'll nifFer hearts wi' thee, laddie, 
Gin thou wilt stay, an' dinna gae 
Awa' frae hame an' me, laddie ! 




%ttnu. 

HO' weel I lo'e the bonnie floo'ers, 
Sae fair in Spring tae see, Teenie ! 
There's nae a bonnie floo'er that blooms 

Can e'er compare wi' thee, Teenie ! 
Your rosy cheeks, an' lauchin' een, 
Angelic smile, an* modest mien, 
An' lo'ein' heart — ay, that has been 
The joy o' joys tae me, Teenie ! 

But oh ! I'm bound an' maun obey, 

Tho' fain I would be free, Teenie ! 
An' link my future life tae thine, 

Wha's a' the warld tae me, Teenie ! 
The bugle's soond noo breaks the spell, 
An' mak's my bosom heave an' swell. 
That I maun bid a sad farewell 
Tae ane sae dear tae me, Teenie ! 
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If 'tis my fate on battle-field 
A sodger's daith tae dee, Teenie, 

Fu' weel I ken thou'lt heave a sigh — 
But dinna greet for m^, Teenie ! 

The lowe o' love within your heart 

Ye maunna quench, though we maun part ; 

Ye'U lo'e anither — dinna start ! — 
My blessin' aye gae wi'e, Teenie. 

But, should your lover e'er return 

Tae share life's joys wi' thee, Teenie ! 
We'll sune forget the sorrows a' 

Noo felt by you an' me, Teenie ! 
Tho' time may lag on weary wing — 
An' dootless mony changes bring — 
Yet, still in heart tae thee I'll cling, 
True love can never dee, Teenie ! 



%\it ®r00n'5 IBairm 



'^TTI WEE bonnie laddie wi' bricht yellow hair 
^ ^ I' the New Kirkyaird noo is sleepin' fu' soond ; 
Tho' tears warna shed when they lower'd 'im there, 
Yet sorrow was felt for the bairn that was droon'd. 

O wha could the hard-hearted mither ha'e been 
That cuist frae her bosom the bonny wee bairn ? 

The hollow winds whisper baith mornin' an e'en, 
"Alas! 'tis a myst'ry ye never may learn." 
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Nae e'e that is human there witnessed the deed, 
Nane heard the dull splash when she cuist *im awa', 

Nor yet the faint cries while he row'd doon the Tweed- 
Save her wha in heart, then, was deaf tae them a'. 

In fancy I noo see the frenzied wretch 
The smilin' wee bairn frae her airms cast awa', 

Who, wKfle he rows onward, his wee han's ootstretch 
Tae her wha nae mercy will show 'im ava'.| 

The faint cries grow fainter, till hush'd is the soond ; 
She listens awhile, syne she breathes tae the air, 
" 'Tis ower wi* 'im noo, an' my heart does reboond 
Wi' joy thus tae ken that he'll fash me nae mair." 

She springs frae the place whaur the dark deed was dune, 
An* hurries awa' tae — she scarcely kens where ! 

Her pathway is lit by the bricht siller mune 
That looks noo on her wi' an ominous glare. 

Again for a minute in fancy I see 

The wee bairnie's mither, wha's changed noo wi' care ; 
Nae fire noo flashes, as then, frae her e'e — 

She seems tae be hov'ring 'tween daith an' despair. 

Nae brand like the mark on the foreheid o' Cain 
Is stamp'd on this murderer's broo that I see ; 

But something within speaks o' him that is gane. 
An' whispers, "Hoo fearfu' the doom that's for me!" 

O may she repent o' the dark deed she's dune. 
An' ask Him in earnest the crime tae forgi'e ! 

If sae, she may yet find a place there abune, 
Whaur noo her wee bairnie frae sorrow is fee^ ^ 
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^^t %ii\i\BXi\!^tt* ^ Bryant* 



^O, in a dream I dreamt last night 
Ct^ I trod the paths I've trod before, 
And mingled in the fearful fight — 

Again I fought my battles o'er. 

Though 'tis beyond my power to tell 

The agonising scenes I saw 
Which made my bosom heave and swell, 

Yet I those scenes attempt to draw. 

Methought once more, equipp'd for war, 

On Alma's banks a hero band 
Stood waiting for our leading star 

To give the " forward march " command. 

Those words at last like light'ning sped 
From rank to rank of Britain's brave ; 

Our gallant chieftain onwards led 
To glorious vict'ry or the grave ! 

Through Alma's sluggish waters deep 
The Allies dash'd — no fear had they 

For Russian serf or slipp'ry steep, 
So eager all to join the fray. 

'Midst clouds of smoke, while cannons roU'd, 
The heroes onward, upward press'd, 

And many's funeral knell had toll'd 
Ere we had gained the mountain's crest. 
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The Light Division's gallant few 

Had done their best to quell the foe j 

They nobly fought, but failed, 'tis true, 
The Russian hordes to overthrow. 

Yet still they paved for us the way, 
And each and all rush'd madly on ; 

Though dead and dying round us lay. 
We heard not then one dying groan. 

Like locust bands death-warrants sped 
With mighty force from foe to foe, 

And many found a dreamless bed ; 
For thousands were that day laid low ! 

Soon, high above the battle's din. 
While heroes charged, were heard the cheers ; 
** Immortal fame " to those who win. 
Was whisper'd in each hero's ears. 

But what is fame ? an empty sound ! 

So thought the heroes, steep'd in gore ; 
If we were but with victory crown'd. 

For Scotland's sake, we ask'd no more. 

O, who could paint the fearful scene. 
When hand-to-hand the foemen met ? 

The bloodshot eyes, and savage mien, 
Are in my mind's-eye vivid yet. 

But Russian serfs could not withstand 

The fearful, fatal, awful charge ; 
They fled before that hero band 

Like sheep when left to roam at large. 
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Still dreaming on, methought we laid 
Us down upon the sward to sleep, 

Each one wrapp'd in his scanty plaid 
Save those appointed watch to keep. 

But who could sleep or slumber then 
'Mongst ghastly heaps of lifeless clay, 

And yells and groans of wounded men 
Whose lives were ebbing fast away ? 

Methought I rose at dawn of day, 
And wander'd forth — I knew not where ; 

But soon, where blacken' d corpses lay, 
I stood and gazed in mute despair. 

Ay ! powerless for a time, I stood 
'Midst Russia's dead and dying sons 

In ev'ry shape and attitude — 

In piles they lay, those vanquish'd ones. 

There stern ambition's victims lay ! 

The fearful wrecks of horrid war. 
Poor broken, blighted reeds were they, 

Who gave their lives to please the Czar. 

Did love of country ever glow 

Within those hearts now still'd for aye ? 
Did they in heart one thought bestow 

On lands where freedom buried lay ? 

Ay, doubtless there were kindred ties 
Which bound them to their native land ; 

Perchance, that dying hero's sighs 
Proclaim it true — I seized his hand ! 
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No joy of vict'ry filPd my breast — 
All envious feelings pass'd away — 

While thus the hero's hand I press'd 
And watch'd him changing into clay. 

He op'd his eyes, and gazed awhile 
On him who lately was his foe ; 

Athwart his features pass'd a smile, ' 
Then closed his eyes on all below. 

And there was one on bended knee, 
Who seemed absorbed in silent prayer ; 

But though he knelt his soul was free — 
'Twas free from ev'ry earthly care. 

With sickening heart I turn'd away. 
And back my weary steps retraced 

To where our Highland heroes lay — 
Bright images of God defaced. 

There headless trunks were strewn around — 
Arms, legs, and heads — ^a ghastly heap — 

Commingling lay upon the ground, 
Where now those heroes silent sleep. 

Anon, the Highland hero woke — 

No longer *mongst the dead, and maim'd ! 

The fearful spell which bound him broke ; 
The hero dreamer thus exclaim'd — 

"Alma ! lately crimson'd river, 

Whilst to the sea thou'rt rushing on, 
Sound thy mournful dirges ever 
For those immortal heroes gone ! *' 
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JUtUt ^icotta a^^ toas ixu. 

Ot 'LL sing thy praise, my native land, 

^ Tho' distant far frae thee ; 

Thy hills, an* glens, an' mountains grand. 

The deathless theme shall be. 
When fremm'd fo'k gather roond me here, 

They wonder while I sing 
My simple lays in Scotia's praise, 

An' strike ilk tunefu' string 
O' thee, my harp, that rings wi* glee — 

Auld Scotia aye was free ! 

Aft, noo, tae bygane youthfu' days. 

Across the wasteless track, 
Tae Scotia's floo'r-bespangled braes 

Bright fancy leads me back j 
There I ha'e roam'd in wanton glee 

Throughoot the lee-lang day. 
Aft pluckin' floo'rs an' biggin' boo*ers, 

Or list'nin' tae the lay 
O' ither harps that tauld tae me 

Auld Scotia aye was free ! 

Tho' noo on cludless skies I gaze. 

And a' aroond are fair ; 
The glorious scenes o' ither days 

Are far ayont compare. 
Ilk mossy dell an' snaw-cap'd hill 

O' Scotia 's grander far : 
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Hame o' my youth, o' love and truth, 
Whaur shines bright freedom's star, 

I'll tune my harp an' sing wi' glee 
Auld Scotia aye was free 1 

Wi' boyish pride my heart would swell 

The patriot sangs tae hear, 
Hoo heroes focht, an' hoo they fell, 

For Scotia, ever dear. 
The love o' kintry i' my breist 

Sin' then has aye been Strang, 
An' while I can, my native Ian', 

I'll roose thee i' my sang ; 
Ay ! tune my harp an' sing wi' glee — 

Auld Scotia aye was free 1 



^ITP tae the Temple the twa gaed tae pray : 
^y The Pharisee haudit 'is heid fu' hie. 
An' something like this he was heard tae say — 
** O God, there is nane hauf sae guid as me ! 
Aw wadna tak' aucht that is no' ma ain. 

An' ha'e aye been just, for whilk aw thank Thee ; 
An' as for uncleanness. Ye ken there' nane 

Can wyte me wi' aucht, wha frae sin is free. 
Yon Publican chiel wha is stan'in' by, 

As ither men are sae aw trow is he — 
Ay ! a sinner vile o' the deepest dye, 

Wha disna pay tithes, nor yet fast, like me. 
Fowk say that aw'm prood : weel, aw'm prood tae be 
The servant o' Yin wha is prood o' me ! " 
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The Publican stuid a lang gate awa' 

Frae 'is sinless neebor, the Pharisee ; 
He durstna lift up 'is e'elids ava', 

For weel he kenn'd that a sinner was he, 
But 'is breist he struck wi' 'is dooble neive, 

Cryin' " God, be mercifu' untae me ! " 
Syne a voice he heard, sayin' " Dinna grieve, 

I ha'e heard your prayer, an' rejoice tae gi'e 
The blessin* o' peace that sae few yet ken." 

Sae, justifeed, doon tae 'is hoose gaed he, 
A sinner noo saved, though despised by men. 

He ne'er had the pride o' yon Pharisee, 
Wha winna admit he maun humble be. 
Nor accept o' the truth whilk mak's fowk free ! 




WixtAtt ii^stta ^TjpAnq. 

WINTER. 

HAT powerfu' element unseen 
Is blawin' unco lood and keen 

Frae oot the snell nor'-east. 
The hoary Winter's no awa' — 
Sae furious drifts the sleety snaw 

It's blindin' man an' beast. 

The glorious sun is hid frae sicht. 
An' Nature's face looks dark as nicht ;- 

Stern Winter would'st thou gae ! 
The lambs are bleatin' geyan sair 
Ahint dyke backs an' hedges bare, 

But can't escape their fae ; 
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The burnies ower ilk' rocky lynn 
Are rum'lin' wi' a fearfu' din ; 

The river's " roarin' red ; " 
The forest trees are gaunt an' bare ; 
An' still the storm fiends rave an' rair 

Ower man's devoted head. 

The floo'rs that in the Springtime bloom 
Are still immured in Winter's tomb, 

An' grassless is the lea. 
The April shoo'rs are shoo'rs o' sleet, 
Whilk stunt the growth aneath the feet 

O' a' that green should be. 

Stem Winter, would'st thou tak' the gait, 
Resign thy sceptre, yield tae fate. 

Syne happy we would be. 
But no ! thou art unbending still ! 
Tho' it is oors, 'tis no' thy will 

At this time yet tae dee. 




SPRING. 

'HE auld carlin. Winter, has vanish'd at last ! 
His reign for a season, thank guidness, is past ! 
Let ithers bewail 'im wha lo'es a bare scene. 
But gi'e me the Spring wi' its mantle o' green. 

For yin wha in Winter felt prood o' the snaw, 
A thoosand rejoices that noo it's awa ' ; 
The birds o' the air prove their joy while they sing, 
An' heartfelt wi' me hail the bonnie, sweet sijriu^. 
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The lav'rock noo trills his sweet sang i' the lift, 
Unchecked by the bitter an' blindin' snaw-drift ; 
The joyous wee lambkins athwart the green lea 
Are friskin' aboot i' their limitless glee. 

The hedge-raws aroond us are buddin' anew, 
Refreshed by the fa' o' the bricht morning dew ; 
An' primroses, bloomin' sae bonny an' braw, 
Noo ither floo'rs welcome sin' Winter's awa'. 

Oor bairnies, like lambs i' their innocent glee, 
Are skippin' aboot wi' a smile i' their e'e ; 
They're merry as crickets, or birds on the wing, 
While Nature, a' Nature, proclaims it is Spring ! 



/j(5|AE whaur yin wull, death fin's yin oot — 

^S^ Baith nicht an' day he stauks aboot ; 

Nor man, nor woman, bairn, nor brute 

But yince maun dee : 
An' Tammy's turn is past, nae doot, 

At Fernilee. 

Tam leeved wi' yin ca'd Tibby, there, 
For saxteen years an' something mair. 
An' ower 'im she'd an awfu' care 

Baith nicht an' day j 
But noo Tib's heart is unco sair. 

For Tam's away ! 
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It made my very heart tae bleed 
Tae hear Tib wailin' Tammie deid — 
Puir Tammie's noo beyond remeed, 

For low he lies ; 
The soon's yet ringin' i' my heid 

O' Tibb/s cries. 

But what d'ye think ? — the neebors a' 
Roond Femilee, baith gret an' sma', 
Nae sympathy ha'e shawn ava' 

For Tibby's grief — 
They sweer that Tam is weel awa', 

The wily thief ! 

Afttimes the guid fo'k o' the place 
Ha'e watch'd the daein's o' -'is grace, 
An' seen 'im whup awa' a brace 

O' towmont hens ; 
But tell the same tae Tibby's face, 

Ye'll get nae men's. 

An' there is yin, a keeper chiel, 
Wha's name 'tis needless tae reveal, 
Gif he had catch'd 'im i' the fiel'. 

He'd cook'd 'is goose, 
For Tam was aften kent tae steal 

Young hares an' groose. 

An' aft when lovers met at e'en 

Ahint a dyke or leafy screen 

Tae speak o' bliss that's never been 

Sin' Yiddie fell, 
Tam sniff 'd them oot an' stepp'd betweeny 

Syne brak' the spell. 
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But why rake up auld failings noo ? 
Tarn had 'is fauts like me an' you, 
But we are tauld he'd gude-fores too, 

Sae Tibby says ; 
Than lat us gi'e puir Tam 'is due 

An' meed o' praise. 

He ne'er was kent tae tell a lee ; 
He never swore ; nae boaster he ; 
He never tasted barley bree ; 

An' better still, 
O' folk ahint their back, d'ye see, 

He ne'er spak' ill ! 

Tib lo'ed 'im weel, an* mourns 'im sair — 
He was her a', her only care ; 
An' nane on yirth shall evermair 

Share Tibby's bed — 
Nae room has Tibby noo tae spare 

Sin' Tarn's life iSed. 

Tho' she has ne'er a husband ha'en, 

Tib seldom lay a nicht her lane : 

When nichts war' cauld, Tam noo that's gane, 

Tae keep her warm. 
Ilk nicht tae Tibby's bed was ta'en — 

An' what the harm ? 

Ye needna blush, ye virtuous fair. 
Nor toss yer ringlets i' the air. 
At Tibby's conduct thus laid bare, 

For mind ye that 
They war' a cantie, couthie pair — 

Tib an' her cat ! 
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®0r ^tilir ^r0ttialT %mat. 

C>f AREWEEL, the joys weVe ha'en 
^^' I' oor ain mountain land ! 
Sic pleasures we ha'e nane 

On this far foreign strand. 
Ilk mornin*, noon, an' e'en, 

We're sighin' aye the same 
For ilka cherished scene 

Roond oor auld Scottish hame ! 

Oor auld Scottish hame ! 

Oor douce Scottish hame ! 
My heart's unco sair 
Tae ken that nae mair 
We'll again be there 

I' oor auld Scottish hame ! 

A' for the luve o' gear 

The gudeman cross'd the sea, 
An' wi' 'im brocht us here — 

The wee bairnies an' me. 
But what is gowd ava', 

Tho' a mint we could claim, 
When tint the pleasures a' 

O' oor auld Scottish hame ? 

My childhood's happy hame — 
Hoo my heart clings tae thee I 

Nor boondless wealth or fame 
Could be sae dear tae me. 
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Lang years may come an' gae, 
111 lo'e thee still the same, 

For gladsome was ilk day 
I' oor auld Scottish hame ! 

O sweet the soothin* soon* 

O* ilka bumie there, 
But the sweet sangs they croon 

I will hear nevermair ; 
Nor list the linlie's lays 

That ring sae lood an' clear 
Amang the whinny braes 

At oor hame far frae here. 

The sun may brichter shine, 

An' safter breezes braw, 
An' bonnie floo'ers combine 

Tae cheer the hearts o' a' ; 
But, oh ! gi'e me the land 

Whaur waves the thistle free. 
An' ilka scene sae grand 

That mak's me cling tae thee — 

Oor auld Scottish hame ! 

Oor dMr Scottish hame ! 
My heart's free o' care 
Tae ken that ance mair 
We'll again be there — 

r oor auld Scottish hame ! 
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%)it fUminiisanajS ai an €mi0rant* 

'ho* locks that war' yince raven-black noo are grey, 
The mind can reca* yet the scenes o* langsyne — 
Bright scenes o' my boyhood, noo far, far away — 
When pleasures war' rife, an' few sorrows were mine. 

Aft i* my youth by the Ettrick I've wander'd. 
An* listen'd wi' joy to the murmurin' rills ; 

By Tweedside an' Yarrow afttimes I've dander'd, 
An' climb'd up the steeps o' the Philiphaugh hills. 

The " Three-Brethren Cairn " I hae aft seen of yore. 
The pool o' the piper, an' auld Tibby's grave, 

An' Philiphaugh burn that ran three days wi' gore — 
The bluid o' oor faithers, the auld Scottish brave. 

The tower o' Auld Wark — ^ay ! an' Aikwud auld tower, 
Whase high massive wa's still defy the rough blast; 

Tho' ages hae fled sin' their founders war' dead. 
Still reminds ane o' feuds, bluidy feuds that are past. 

• 

Tho' short time at schule, still I mind where I sat 
An' conn'd ower ma Carritch wi' hearty guid-wull ; 

Nor dream'd o' disgrace, for the auld batter'd hat 
Was worn only by the unruly an' dull. 

But the cottage that ser'd for a schule-hoose then, 
Like ither auld biggin's, has gane to decay. 

An' years noo ha'e fled sin' oor kind maister dee'd, 
An' scholars, save yin, noo are a' pass'd away. 



H 



98 POEMS AND SONGS, 



Aft ha'e I stroU'd i' the lang days o' Simmer 
Away ower my ain native hills, buik in han', 

Sometimes to read it, but aft 'twas unheeded 
To gaze upon scenes that were gloriously gran*. 

O fain I'd yince mair breathe ma ain native air 
In auld " Mither Scotland " before that I dee ; 

The thocht that dear Selkirk I'll never see mair 
Mak's tears drap like rain thrae an auld body's e'e. 



Twas there I was born in a twae-storey boost 
Tho' humble eneuch, it was aye neat an' clean ; 

An' peace reign'd supreme 'mang the auld folk sae douce. 
But daith cam' amang us, syne changed was the scene. 

But why should I ponder on themes that are sad — 
Henceforth may I learn thrae yon lark in mid-air 

Whase sang, while I write, makes the weary heart glad — 
Thus seemingly warblin' — "Hope on, ne'er despair!" 



^TJI E nicht shortsyne methocht I was within the auld Kirkyaird, 
O Wi' gentle steps but heavy heart I cross' d the grassy swaird 
Tae whaur the dust o' freen's are laid whase memory I revere : 
At ilk ane's restin' place I stude, an' shed a silent tear. 
On ither mounds sae crooded there wi' feelin' heart I gazed. 
An' read their names an' ages on the heid-stanes tae them raised ; 
Their virtues, too, in language quaint on some war' tauld wi' care, 
Hoo they had leev'd an' dee'd in Him tae leeve for evermair ! 
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Whilst slowly dand'ring onward through this city o* the dead, 
I stop'd at last near tae the spot whaur yin langsyne was laid. 
Tho'ance a thruch-stane mark'd the place, nae stane I trow was there ; 
I ask'd maseP whaur it could be, but couldna answer where. 
But lo ! whilst musing thus alone, a pitchy darkness spread 
Ower a' the hallow'd scenes within this city o' the dead, 
Alone I stood 'midst darkest gloom — the stillness was profound — 
When lo ! a weird-like form uprose from out the hallow'd ground. 
A fiery scroll was held aloft — transfix'd I stood an' gazed. 
An' read in silent wonderment, this — on that scroll upraised : — 
" Oh^ seek not thou for grave-stones here^ least those of ancient date ; 
The one which thou weri searching for was taken thence of late ! 
AfC though it may seem strange to tell, that selfsame stone was sold — 
^ Twas purchased for a paltry sum of silvet, not of gold. 
And other stones which marked the spot where kindred ashes lay 
Have been removed from where they stood and carried thence awayT 
Thus far I read when lo ! I woke beside a ripplin' stream 
Whilk seem'd tae murmur i' my ears, "Fear not — 'twas but a dream." 
Weel, sae it was, but, haith, I fear, some dreams are geyan true; 
An', oh ! I doot, thou latest dream, there is some truth in you. 



"dU! (Kill Hatna ^abarflrani?" 

CjT may seem strange, but Christians know 'tis true 
^ That love like His none other ever knew ; 
From realms of bliss down to this world of woe 
The God-Man came to save His bitterest foe. 
He meekly trod the "wine-press" all alone 
For human guilt determined to atone ! 
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He bore the load which forced that dreadful cry — 
*'Elt/ Eli! lama sahacthaniV 

The sinless One, whose birth was haiPd with song 
By myriad voices of the heavenly throng, 
Had reach'd the mount with grief-o'erladen heart, 
Yet flinching not from sin's accursed dart. 

" rU drink the cup My Father gave to Me ! 
His will not mine" — rose from Gethsemane ! 
And yet in anguish He was doom'd to cry — 

''Eli! Eli! lama sabacthaniV 

God's wrath for sin o'erwhelm'd Him like a flood. 
And to the ground fell sweat like drops of blood 
Deep silence reign'd throughout the garden grove — 
The watchers slept, unconscious of His love ! 
Had they but known ! — ^but now the conflict's past — 
The traitor's kiss proclaims the hour at last 
That from the cross would burst that awful cry — 
''Eli! Eli! lama sabacthaniV 

The roll of thunder and the lightning's flash. 
The darksome day, the rocks' terrific crash, 
And voice Divine descending from on high 
Inspire with awe His murd'rers standing by. 
How few, alas ! acknowledg'd Him to be 
The Sent of God from sin to set them free ! 
Yet Jesus died, that sinners ne'er might cry — 
"Eli! Eli ! lama sabacthani?" 
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^TJI CRAWLING worm — a veritable sneak — 
O The semblance of a man without a soul 1 
Who, like a hound, slinks at his master's feet, 
Abhorr'd by all o'er whom he has control. 

A coward knave who cares for self alone. 
And stops at naught his selfish ends to gain ; 

But such a one his own stem ruin weaves, 
And sinks at last, no more o'er men to reign. 

We have known such, who, in their pride of power, 
Have caused the hearts of noble men to bleed 

By using means the meanest they could use. 
And glory in each subtle, hell-bom deed ! 

'Tis strange that those possess'd of heart and brain 
(Whose overseers are such as we've described) 

Give ear to tales that blast an honest name. 
As if they^ too, by favourite ones were bribed ! 

We hate the slavish, cringing coward's ways. 
So fraught with all that righteous men despise. 

Oh, were, the world but rid of such vile knaves. 
We'd be secure from sycophantic lies ! 

But 'tis our hope — yea, we are told 'tis true — 
That ev'ry blighting influence shall die ; 

Then Right shall triumph o'er each bitter wrong, 
And no man's life shall piove a\\Nm%\\^\ 
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"Tl ULD SCOTLAND ! thee I'll lo'e till my life's latest ray 
C' In the dark cloud o' death shall ha'e melted away. 
Hoo strong the mystic tie that binds my soul to thee 
Nane kens, but this I feel — thou'lt aye be dear to me. 

Auld Scotland ! thro* my breist what proud emotion thrills 
When fancy wafts me back to my dear cherish'd hills — 
The hills whaur mossy cairns their tales o' freedom tell, 
An' thistles guard ilk spot whaur oor hero-sires fell ! 

Auld Scotland ! Ihey are gane wha then the Lion bore, 
An' slumb'rin' i' the sheath is Scotia's guid claymore ; 
But they to us bequeath'd oor land their deeds kept free, 
An' ilka son o' thine is prood o* them an' thee ! 

Auld Scotland ! thy glory frae thee shall ne'er depart 
While shine's bright Freedom's star or beats ae Scottish heart ; 
Tho' ilka comfort's mine this far-alF land can gi'e — 
I kenna hoo it is — still my heart clings to thee. 

Auld Scotland ! tho* again 111 see thee nevermair, 
For thee while life shall last I'll breathe an earnest prayer ; 
The win's to thee shall waft my blessin* frae this strand — 
Oh, there's nae land on earth like Scotia's hero-land ! 

Auld Scotland 1 thee I'll lo'e till my life's latest ray 
In the dark cloud o' death shall ha'e melted away. 
Hoo strong the mystic tie that binds my soul to thee 
Nane kens, but this I feel — ^thou'lt aye be dear to me ! 



POEMS AND SONGS. 103 




^01X0 0f tire Italians* 

'OW is the bright star of Freedom ascending — 
Soon, soon shall our pangs of despair cease to be. 
Tyrants too long have our bosoms been rending — 
Ay ! rending the hearts that now pant to be free. 
No more shall the tyrants of earth us enslave — 

The gauntlet we throw at the despot of Rome ; 
Whoe'er shall oppose us, we'll find them a grave 
In It'ly our country, our beautiful home ! 

Hark to the war-cry of It'ly resounding — 

The words "Rome or death !" now are borne on the blast 
Hearts of our country with joy now are bounding ; 

United for Freedom we'll fight to the last ! 

Our chief, Garibaldi, the brave and the true. 

To glory will lead us, our country to save ; 
The Austrian legions to death well pursue. 

Or die in attempting to conquer a knave. 
But why should we doubt while our hearts are united ? 

Our arms, too, are strong, and our cause it is just. 
Itly, our country, thou soon shall be righted, 

No more to be duped by betrayers of trust 

Hark to tlie war-cry, &c. 

Old England, " the glory and pride of the sea," 
Whose sons bask in sunshine of freedom and peace ! 

Our sons and our daughters, like thine, shall be free : 
The voice of the t3n:ant for ever musX. eea&^. 



104 POEMS AND SONGS. 



Our children unborn yet will boast of their sires 
Who fought for the freedom, dear It*ly, of thee. 

Then, onward ! press onward while Freedom inspires ! 
Yon banner now waving must wave o'er the free ! 

Hark to the war-cry of It*ly resounding — 

The words "Rome or death !" now are borne on the blast. 
Hearts of our country with joy now are bounding ; 

United for Freedom, we'll conquer at last ! 



IPropMxr ^01X0 0f tlr^ daribaUitanB* 

<^EAR not for Garibaldi : 

G?' Though wounded, he will live 

To raise on high 

His battle-cry, 
And It'ly freedom give. 

Fear not ! our gallant chieftain 
Shall yet our leader be. 

To rend in twain 

The tyrant's chain. 
And set our country free ! 

Thou hero of our country ! 
Thy sword shall never rust 

Till freemen we 

Are made by thee, 
For thou art him we trust. 
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Though millions wail in sorrow, 
Thou'rt born to strike the blow 

That will us free 

From tyranny 
And each despotic foe. 

Like yonder sun now sinking 
Down in the western sea, 

To rise again 

From out the main 
And shine more brilliantly : 

So will our gallant chieftain 
Burst forth in glory bright ; 

Though now immured, 

By clouds obscured, 
He'll rise yet in his might. 

The powers of France now guarding 
Rome's tott'ring throne to-day 

Some future hour 

Shall find their power 
Gone from their hands for aye ! 

Fear not for Garibaldi, 
Our country's brightest star ! 

Soon " Rome or death !" — 

Ay ! Home or death — 
Will soon be heard afar. 

A 'whelming force shall rally 
Round Freedom's flag and thee ; 

And woe to those 

Who prove our foes, 
For It'ly shall be free ! 
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^ttxibaihu 

^^IS was a warrior band 
® *^ Whose glory never waned ; 
They fought to free their land, 
And glorious freedom gain'd. 

Led on by him whose name 
Shall ever foremost^stand 

On It ly's roll of fame — 
The noblest in the land ! 

The tyrant fear'd his might — 
For well the tyrant knew 

His aim was It'ly's right, 

And he would dare and do. 

Like our own Wallace wight. 
He scom*d a profFer'd throne ; 

To save from tyrants' might — 
His noble aim alone. 

While ages onward roll 

More bright shall grow his fame- 
All lands shall yet extol 

Brave Garibaldi's name. 



^)jwxg\jtB at tlft (Srafr^ oi a dear B^art^d IFriend* 

^^RIEND of the past, whilst gazing on the spot 
G/ * Where sleeps the earthly all of thee I lov'd, 
My wand'ring thoughts revert to former days 
When heartfelt sorrow was a thing unknown 
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To you and I ; but time its changes wrought, 
Yet mix'd with mercy were our suff 'rings all. 

Though earthly trials oft are hard to bear, 
Still He, whose name is love, sustains the heart 
By sorrows pierced for lov'd ones gone before. 

Alas ! thy span was short ! cut down thou wert 
In manhood's bloom, long ere the snow of time 
Had touch'd thy locks. But 'tis the common lot 
Of all our race ; Death's fatal shaft lays low 
The old and young, the peasant and the peer. 

But in that better land, no stranger thou : 
A little one would there her father meet. 
And welcome thee, with joy unspeakable, 
To scenes of bliss unfading as the love 
Of Him who died for all that all might live. 

Ah ! little dreamt thou ere thou pass'd away. 
That soon another of thy little ones would share 
With thee the glories of that heavenly home. 
But Death spares not ! a few short years at most. 
And all who lov'd thee in this nether world 
Through faith in Christ shall reach that sinless shore. 
And thus become the sharers of thy bliss — 
Companions of thy joys through endless years. 

O ! were it not the glorious hope of bliss 
And brighter joys beyond the veil of time 
That cheer us onward — no created thing 
Of all God's works were to be pitied more — 
Thus struggling with a cold and callous world 
From which, alas ! " friend after friend departs," 
Whose loss makes hearts feel desolate indeed. 

Friend of the past ! now hush'd thy gentle voice, 
And still' d for aye thy manly heart in which 
Faith, love, and honour reign'd supreme ; but time 
Can ne'er efface that friendship felt for thee^ 
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Whose loss I mourn, whose mem'ry I revere. 

Ah ! well I know that there were tender ties 
Which made thee feel to leave this earthly scene : 
A loving wife and helpless little ones, 
Who look'd to thee for all their daily wants. 
Alas ! to leave them griev'd thy gen'rous soul — 
Y ox friends are few nYitn friends are needed most ; 
But to His care who careth for us all 
Thou left them, trusting in that love Divine 
Which far surpasses that of earthly friends. 
And cheers the pilgrim on his weary way. 

O, may He guide and guard them in those paths 
Which lead to life beyond this vale of tears. 
That they, too, in that better land, may sing 
The glorious anthems of the saints redeemed 
By Him who chasteneth whom He loveth here. 

May I, like thee, who art for ever gone. 
With patience wait until that coming change ; 
Like thee, may I " prove faithful unto death." 



Hitwa t0 a 3Fmtt&. 

"TIJ LTHOUGH in heart thou'rt weary, 

O^ thy pathways dark and dreary, 
The clouds that now overshadow thee shall soon pass away. 

And all thy heartfelt sadness 

Give place to wonted gladness 
When dawns the longed-for coming of a brighter, better day. 

Thou'st suffered persecution 
For which there's no solution, 
Save the blighting, blasting influence of a master's man 
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Who seems to feel a pleasure 
In wronging without measure 
Those who cannot kindred claim, while blest are they who can. 

Ay, true ! there's no denying 

His sycophantic lying 
Has caused more hearts than yours to bleed for others' faults, we know ; 

But for his abject slavery, 

His mean and subtle knavery. 
He'll reap the bitter fruit who thus the seeds of evil sow. 

His friends — ^there's no concealing — 

Their " dear friend's " doom is sealing, 
And none shall sympathise with him who sympathy ne'er knew. 

Be this thy consolation — 

Thou hast the approbation 
Of those who know thou'rt blameless, and they are not a few. 

Then keep thou up thy spirit, 
Thou hast sufficient merit 

To rise above the subtle power of him who is thy foe ; 

Trust thou in God to guide thee — 

Fear not, in Him confide thee, 
And all shall yet be well with thee in life or death, we know. 



%\ft €tA\ut\ %0nnw fiorljt^r, 

Oj 'VE afen tuned ma harp an' sung 
^ O* lasses braw an' bonnie, 
But ilka lass aside I've fiung 
For ane unmatch'd by ony. 
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The collier's bonnie dochter, Kate, 
Nae few, I trow, hae socht 'er ; 

But wi' a smile they're tauld tae wait 
For Jim the collier's dochter. 

Her shortgoon's whiter than the snaw, 

An' roon' 'er waist it's belted ; 
She's unco prood 'er shape tae shaw — 

Nae won'er hearts are melted. 
Her gowden locks in ringlets hing 

Like sunbeams ower ilk shouther, 
Eneuch ilk lover daft tae ding 

While coortin' her a' throu'ther. 

Her een are o' the bonniest blue, 

Her cheeks are like moss roses, 
An' ne'er had lassie sweeter mou' — 

Ilk lad, at least, supposes. 
But there is ane amang them a' 

Wha kens the lassie's feelin'. 
We met yestreen whaur nae ane saw 

Oor heart's love there revealin' 

Tho' lovers a' should break their hearts, 

Or gang red-wud an' raving, 
She winna change wi' a' their airts 

Tho' a' should droon in Avon. 
The collier's bonnie dochter's mine ! 

Tliey ne'er shall reap the pleasure 
C love that flows frae heart o' thine, 

Ma ain, ma dearest treasure ! 
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Wcstyix art babtng j^rotta'a %\itytt. 

'HOU art leaving Scotia's shore, bonnie lassie, O ! 
An' the freends wha thee adore, bonnie lasse, O ! 
Oh ! the tear is in our e'e 
Noo at pairtin' thus wi' thee, 
Though we dinna fear the sea, bonnie lassie, O ! 

Ay ! the billows fierce may row, bonnie lasssie, O ! 

But thou'lt be as safe as now, bonnie lassie, O ! 
A Mightier than the sea 
Will keep watch and ward o'er thee, 

His peculiar care thou'lt be, bonnie lassie, O ! 

We shall miss thy kindly smile, bonnie lassie, O ! 
Sic a lang an' weary while, bonnie lassie, O ! 

That nae sunshine will, we fear. 

In thine absence ever cheer 
A' oor hearts, noo sad an' drear, bonnie lassie, O ! 

E'en the birdies o' the air, bonnie lassie, O ! 

Ane wad think oor sorrows share, bonnie lassie, O ! 

Yonder robin on the' wing, 

Tho' sae blythely he can sing, 
Mak's the wuds nae langer ring, bonnie lassie, O ! 

Ilka breeze that passes, too, bonnie lassie, O ! 
Seems tae sigh a sad adieu, bonnie lassie, O ! 

An' a thoosand sparklin' rills 

Ilk ane's sang o' sorrow trills 
As they lea' their native hills, bonnie lassie, O ! 
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Thy brother there will meet thee, bonnie lassie, O ! 
Wi* gladsome heart he'll greet thee, bonnie lassie, O ! 

But forget na while thou'rt there 

That oor hearts will aye be sair 
Till they're cheer'd by thee ance mair, bonnie lassie, O I 

Thou art leavin* Scotia's shore, bonnie lassie, O ! 
An' the freends wha thee adore, bonnie lassie. O ! J 

But tho' tears dim ilka e'e. 

Thy return we'll hail wi' glee 
When the Spring fioo'rs deck she lea, bonnie lassie, O ! 



^"TTI ULD Scotia, land o' freedom, hail- 
^ AH hail ! bright land, tae thee ! 
There's nae a land on earth 
Like the land o' my birth — 
There is nane sae dear tae me ! 

I've roam'd afar frae thee, dear land 
Whaur waves the thistle free. 

But the heart's been the same 

Sin e'er I left my hame — 
Aye true, ever true tae thee ! 

Afttimes I've watch'd at early morn 

The first blink o' the sun, 
An' view'd wi' calm delight 
Sol sinkin' oot o' sight 

When the toilsome day was done ; 
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Yet beauteous scenes i' the far, far West 
Are tame compared tae thine ; 

Tho' floorers rich an' rare 

Are bloomin' ever there, 

They ne'er charm'd this heart o' mine. 

The land whaur hangs the beetlin' crag 

Far up the dizzy heicht, 
An' foamin' torrents rush 
Wi' a heart-thrillin' gush 

Adoon the ravines i' their micht — 

An' whaur the storm-fiends wildly rave 

Wi' seemin' joyfu' glee, 
An' hoary Winter reigns 
Supreme on hills an' plains — 

This, this is the land for me ! 

Land o' my sires, auld Scotia hail ! 

Wi' pride I tread the path 
That tak's me tae the spot 
Whaur stands my mither's cot 

I' my ain dear native strath. 

Ance mair I hear the eagle's scream 
Noo hov'rin' roond Ben Awe — 

There's music i' the soond 

That mak's my heart reboond 
Wi' joy ne'er felt when awa'. 

Auld Scotia, land o' freedom, hail — 
All hail, bright land, tae thee ! 

There's nae a land on earth 

Like the land o' my birth 
There is nane sae dear tae me ! 
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Respectfully Inscribed to the Inhabitants of** Modem Athens.** 

'Ttl ROUSE, Edina's sons, arouse ! rend ye the tyrant's chain — 
O Those fetters now around ye flung — the priests' unholy gain. 
Arouse ! throw off the shameful yoke, each act a brother's part, — 
Why longer bear the bitter curse so galling to the heart ? 

See yonder hirelings of the law, whom honest men despise, 
Now gloating o'er each "household god " with triumph in their eyes. 
There's nothing they hold sacred, no ! why should there be indeed ? 
To rob seems now the " Gospel plan," and they have learn'd their creed. 

The crib in which a tiny child has dreamt of things untold. 

And clothes which wrapp'd the infant form, must all be changed to 

gold ! 
The bed on which a corpse is stretch'd by seedy knaves is seized — 
A butcher's block must owners change ere Gospel law's appeased — 

Appeased ! alas J 'twould seem that nought on earth can satisfy — 
The "golden calf" they'll worship still despite the heartfelt sigh ; 
Those bitter tears by women shed can ne'er with them prevail. 
For sweeter far than psalmody to them seems woman's wail ! 

The sacrilegious minions, too, whose conduct is abhorr'd, 
Have seized a print which represents th' Last Supper of our Lord ! 
Their hearts are void of feeling, and their souls are dead to shame. 
Who thus could act so heartlessly ; but who are most to blame ? 

»T would seem the lowly ones who teach how Jesus lived and died 
Must be rewarded thus, or they can't preach Christ crucified. 
It matters not whence comes the gold, so that 'tis realised — 
What care those "messengers of love" for aught that's sacrificed? 
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Each zealous pastor, too, is doom'd to suffer with his flock 
If he is not within the pale that frees him from the yoke. 
The mandate of the callous crew is, "All must feel the smart, 
And those despoilers of our homes stick to that vital part. 



>» 



What food is here for those who spurn the idea of a God ! 

Did Christ suchdoings e'er commend when He earth's pathways trod? 

Ah ! sure as their despotic power is felt by each and all. 

So sure shall vengence change their sweets to cups of bitter gall. 

The winds that sweep o'er '* Arthur's Seat" for vengence cry aloud. 
And retribution's stern decree is whisper'd by the crowd — 
*' It cannot be, // shall not be, 'tis more than we can bear," 
Are words of import surely, oh ! ye godly (?) ones beware. 

Then rouse, Edina's sons, arouse ! rend ye the tyrant's chain — 
Those fetters now around ye flung — the priests' unholy gain. 
Arouse ! throw off" the shameful yoke — each act a brother's part, 
Nor longer bear the bitter curse so galling to the heart. 

They've fought the fight of faith and works, and conquerors are at 

last — 
The chain is snapp'd asunder now that bound them in the past. 
Their efforts with success are crown'd — they could not fail to be — 
From that infamous tax for aye the people now are free ! 
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'^ ROUND my humble cot— 

^ ^ My own loved natal spot — 
There is nought but dire disasters ensuing : 

The storm-fiends fiercely rage, 

And fatal warfare wage, 
Causing all around to suffer wreck and ruin. 

Yonder weird-like oak, 
For ages that stood 
The pride of the wood, 

Succumbs to the shock. 

Fearless and free — like a warrior knight — 
The storm-fiends ride in their awful might, 
Smashing and crashing the things of earth, 
Nor stop to ask in their onward flight 
Why man joins not in their fiendish mirth. 

Tall chimney-stalks are toppled o'er, 
Slates o'er our heads in thousands fly 
With a persistence 
Defying resistance. 
Whoe'er felt such a storm before. 
Whose strength all powers of man defy ? 

The thunder rolls near, and vivid the light 
That fitfully flashes along the sky, 
A warning to mortals 
To fly from death's portals 
With all their might : 'Tis a heaven-sent light 
In mercy to show us when danger's nigh. 
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Saplings thr<Migh the air fly fast — 

Up-rooted and torn, 

They are onward borne, 
Fropeird by the fearful blast 

Houses are shaking, 

Inmates are quaking, 
Some are praying who never before 

Till this evil hour 

Acknowleg'd His power 
Whose voice they hear in the tempest's roar. 

Some are cursing their fate, 

Giving vent to their hate 
On all around, above, below. 
The dearest friend, the fiercest foe. 

The furious gusts still onward sweep 
Sowing destruction where'er they go, 

And sending mortals in death to sleep. 
Whilst friends are plunged in the deepest woe. 

Houses are falling, scenes appalling 
Sicken the heart and sadden the soul. 
Whilst many a fair and fragile form. 
Made homeless by the merc'less storm, 

Is shiv'ring in the street 
There, crowds of men keep rushing, thronging in 
To dens of death, there to exult in sin ; 
They care not now what those without endure 
They quaflf the liquid fire, and, thus secure (?), 

Throw sadness at their feeL 
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'Tis the dawn of another day, 
And silence reigns around ; 

The storm-fiends* wrath hath passed away- 
The stillness is profound ! 

Sunbeams of gladness 

Chase gloomy sadness 
Away from our hearts, now the storm is o'er. 

O may we never 

Again for ever 
Have cause such ruin and wreck to deplore ! 



lanm'a %amtni. 

CJ'VE lo'ed her lang an' still I lo'e 

©^ The bonniest floo'er on a' Tweedside ; 

I could ha'e dee'd for Annie's sake, 

But Annie's noo anither's bride. 
Wha noo will fan the flame o' love 

Inspired by Annie's lauchin' e'e ? 
O sair I'll miss the sunny smile 

O' her wha's lang been dear to me. 

Nae mair we'll roam through floo'ry meads ; 

We'll meet nae mair in glen or shaw ; 
An' vanish'd are oor dreams o' bliss — 

We canna noo the past reca'. 
Bright *oors o' joy are fled for aye, 

Like mist afore the Simmer's sun ; 
The thocht is mair than I can thole 

That Annie's heart anither's won. 
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A desert warld an' broken heart, 

Alas ! are a' she's left to me ; 
Yet fain I'd sing ae deathless lay 

In Annie's praise afore I dee ! 
But whaur's the broken heart can sing 

Hooever dear the theme may be ? 
My harp's unstrung for ever noo — 

I'll sing nae mair o' love an' thee ! 



OjAMIE'S kenn'd the kintry roon'— 
<y Weel he's kenn'd in ilka toon ; 
Bairns an' auld fowk roon' 'im cling, 
Anxious a' tae hear 'im sing. 
At a guid auld Scottish sang, 
Tell me wha could Jamie bang ? 
Tho' he's auld an' gettin' dune. 
Few could Stan' in Jamie's shoon. 

Glasgow Jamie's leevin' yet ! 
Glasgow Jamie's leevin' yet ! 
Ye hielan' bodies, dinna fret. 
For Glasgow Jamie's leevin' yet ! 

True, he canna sing sae clear, 
Ha'ein' sung for mony a year. 
Still, the hearts o' yin an' a' 
Nane can touch like him ava'. 
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Weel I min* when first I heard 
Jamie liltin' like a bird ; 
Hoo I thocht that nane but he 
Could sing oor sangs wi' siccan glee. 

Glasgow Jamie's leevin' yet, &c. 

Aftentimes in bygane years 
Ower my cheek he brocht the tears 
When he'd sing oor kintry's sangs 
That tauld o' Bonnie Charlie's wrangs — 
Bonnie Charlie, princely chiel ! 
Him oor faithers lo'ed sae weel, 
Focht an' bled for, but in vain, 
Traitors kept 'im frae 'is ain. 

Glasgow Jamie's leevin* yet, &c. 

Jamie's sangs are o' the best, 
Sangs that lang ha'e stude the test ; 
While we've sangsters sic as he, 
Oor kintr/s sangs can never dee. 
While on yirth his life is spared. 
What we ha'e wi' him we'll share't ; 
Auld an' young are geyan fain 
Tae welcome Jamie here again. 

Glasgow Jamie's leevin' yet ! 
Glasgow Jamie's leevin' yet ! 
Ye hielan' bodies, dinna fret, 
For Glasgow Jamie's leevin' yet ! 
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Honoured Sir, — 

"Tl FTTIMES IVe gazed wi' fond, delight 
C' O*^ Nature's Simmer beauties bright, 

An' thocht hoc passin' strange 
The glories o* this nether warld, 
As seasons rolFd, were a' unfurled 

Throughoot the earth's wide range. 
But stranger far to me is this : 

The varied wajrs o' men — 
Some live to curse, and some to bless. 
Nor why nor wherefore ken. 
Believin' — deceivin' 

The man o' meikle grief — 
The joyous — the joyless — 
The honest man — the thief. 

Tae learnin' great IVe nae pretence, 
But there's ae gift ca'd "common-sense" 

Kind Heaven on me bestow'd — 
Alas ! it mak's me wae tae ken 
That thoosands o' my fellowmen 

Ne'er travell'd in its road. 
But sad experience a' my life 
Ilk day this proves tae me : 
The greatest cuifs ha'e least o' strife, 
An' sorrows frae them flee. 

The wail of, the tale of 

Their brethren in distress, 
They sneer at, an' jeer at, 
As words can ne'er express. 
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An' hark ye, Sir ! ye ken fu* weel 
Few rich fowk ha'e the hearts tae feel 

For them wha's stepped aside — 
"Frae richtfu' paths they shouldna swerve ; 
If puir they be, jist let them starve" — 

Such is their cursed pride. 
But weel 'tis kenned yer honour's sel' 

Has nae sic narrow min' ; 
Tho' I, yer humble servant, fell, 
I've suffered for't sin' syne. 

You'll sneer not, nor jeer not 
At this, my humble tale — 
Believin', though grievin', 
That human nature's frail. 

But what on yirth, I'd like tae ken, 
Ha'e I dune waur than ither men ? 

Ah ! something whispers this — 
" Ye took a dram — a glorious catch 
For some lang eident on the watch — 

A chance they couldna miss." 
They pack'd me aff — a bricht reward 

For years o' bygane toil; 
Alas ! I thocht it unco hard — 
It made my bluid tae boil. 

They spared not, they cared not, 
Nae grace had they tae spare; 
Concealing nae feeling, 
For feeling wasna there. 

Gif I had baith my airms tae toil, 
Frae honest wark I'd ne'er recoil, 
Tho* e'er sae hard an' sair. 
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Mair independent, too, I'd be 
Than I am noo wi' what they gi'e 

For what I ill can spare. 
A paltry shillin' i' the day 

Is but a puir reward 
Tae yin whase airm was ta'en away — 
Sae thinks, at least, the bard. 
I heed not, I need not, 

Tho' some may think me wrang ; 
Did they boast an airm lost, 
Hoo changed wad be their sang. 

An' tho' I ha'e ower byganes mourn'd, 
An' tae those better paths return'd, 

Aft heartless ones will sneer — 
Nae souls ha'e they tae sympathise, 
Their cursed creed is tae despise. 

Nor think it wrang tae jeer. 
But hark ! were some auld miser's pile 

O' treasures tae be mine, 
Then, presto ! change 1 the rabble vile 
Would sune prove wondrous kin'. 

They'd meet me, an' greet me 

Wi' speeches flow'ry drest 
They'd treat me, 2Xi^ fete me 
Wi' viands o' the best. 

I wadna care a winnle-straw, 
Gif I had oucht tae dae ava'. 

But oh ! it grieves me sair 
That hoary Winter's comin' fast, 
Wi' dootless mony a bitter blast. 

An' canna for't prepare. • 
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My soul quakes at the thocht — ^indeed 

The vision's grim an' gaunt — 
That e'er for duds or bits o' breid 
My bairnies three sud want 

It saddens, it maddens, 

It wrings my very heart, 
It thrills me, it chills me, 
The thocht that they maun smart 

O Thou wha rul'st an' reign'st above, 
Whase name an' attributes are Love, 

Hear'st Thou my humble prayer. 
Pour doon Thy blessing on ilk heid 
O' thaim wha' look tae me for breid, 

Thy mercies tae them spare. 
An' oh ! may you, the puir man's frien'. 

Be His peculiar care. 
May blessings night, morn', noon, and e'en 
Be thine — a bounteous share. 

An' may, too, I pray, too. 

Kind Heaven protect through life 
Frae losses an' crosses 
Yer bairns an' winsome wife. 



POSTSCRIPT, 

'Twad seem the Lunnon folks are sweer 
Tae send a note yin's heart tae cheer, 

Or news o' ony kind ; 
Or guid or bad, a line or twa' 
In answer tae that sent awa 

Wad pairtly easewthe mind. 
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But whatsoe'er my fate may be, 

I winna yet despair, 
Perchance my rustic harp wi' glee 
I*l-1 tune some ither where. 
It pleases, it eases 

My mind o' hauf its care, 
Tae string it, an' ring it, 
Tho e'er sae rude the air. 

Were sorrow's darksome clouds tae flee 
Ance mair awa', hoo joyously 

The muse her voice wad raise. 
I'd sing the grandeur o' oor hills — 
Oor glorious rivers, wimplin' rills — 

An' flower-bespangled braes. 
An' ither strains that joy imparts, 

I'd lilt wi' meikle glee ; 
Ye groves sae dear tae lovers' hearts, 
I'd share thae strains wi' thee. 

Excuse Sir, the Muse Sir, 

For a' that's here expressd' — 
May never, for ever, 

A sorrow pierce thy breast. 



% f aitlr^r'a <^irirwas ta^ Iris Bcrbter an \itx 

CjllN' ye maun tak' a man, Nellie, an' lea' your faith er's hame, 
^f While life is granted tae ye baith mak' this your constant aim : 
Aye dae the the best ye can tae please the husband o' your choice. 
Let aye his comfort be your care — 'twill mak' his heart rejoice. 
Be tidy aye an' clean yersel', an' keep a clean hearthstane — 
A dirty hoose an' dirty wife cause husbands muckle pain, 
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An' mak'sthem comfort seek elsewhere, taedroon their grief in drink, 
Till helpless, ay ! an' hopeless, they in sin an' sorrow sink. 
Ne'er let a cloud o'erspread your broo tae damp your husband's heart. 
But mak' your hame a sunny hame frae whence joys ne'er depart 1 
An' dinna mingle 'mangst the crew wha gang frae hoose tae hoose 
Tae turn ower ither folk's affairs wi' leein' tongues let loose ; 
There's muckle mischief brocht aboot when wives forget theirsel's 
An' tell the tittle-tattle ower that Mrs. Gossip tells. 
Ne'er let your airms akimbo rest when there's aucht tae be done ; 
Be eident, ay ! an' helpfu' aye, an' a' that's evil shun. 
An' hark ye, Nellie, mind ye this — keep naething frae your man : 
Mak' him your confident — ye'U find that is the safest plan. 
An' should impediments arise, look up, an' dinna fret. 
But strive tae overcome them a', an' n^er get intae debt. 
Noo dinna ower yer shouther thraw advice in love that's gi'en. 
But aye prove guid an' kind, Nellie, as guid an' kind ye've been. 
An', oh ! may peace supremely reign within your hame an' hearts ! 
As man an' wife, oor prayer shall be, the prayer that bliss imparts — 
'Tis this : that He in whom we trust, by you shall trusted be, 
An' joys undreamt o' shall shall be yours throughout eternity ! 

Decembet 3i5ty i8/g. 



Cj'VE ha'en sweet lassies twa or three, 
O' An' aft their charms ha'e sung wi glee. 
But nane had e'er the look o' thee 
My han'some poo'er-lume weaver ! 

Mary is a blythesome queen — 
Lovely Mary, dearest Mary ! 

Mary's like was never seen — 
Blythe an' bonnie Mary ! 
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A thrill o' joy flash'd thro' ilk vein 
When first aw kenn'd thou wert my ain ; 
Sae weel it micht — like thee there's nane, 
My charmin' poo'er-lume weaver ! 

Mary is a blythesome queen, &c. 

Braw chiel's are sighin' late an' ear' 
For luve o' thee, my jewel rare, 
An' vow, wi' thee nane can compare, 
My peerless poo'er-lume weaver ! 

Mary is a blythesome queen, &c. 

But lads may sigh an' rave their fill. 
E'en try your heart wi' subtle skill, 
'Twill be in vain, for thou'lt be still 
My faithfu' poo'er-lume weaver ! 

Mary is a blythesome queen, &c. 

Tho' neibor lassies yin an' a' 

Noo toss their heids an' thee misca', 

An' whisper "Pride will get a fa'," 

My matchless poo'er-lume weaver ! 

Mary is a blythesome queen, &c. 

Their spitefu' darts can harmna thee. 
My ain wee wifie sune tae be ; 
Secure in ither's luve are we, 

My darling poo'er-lume weaver ! 

Mary is a blythesome queen, &c. 
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^UlTRANGE must thy hist'ry be, thou blood-stain'd sword, 

^/ Could'st thou but tell the various scenes in which 

Thou took a part. But thou can't speak, and yet 

Thou hast an eloquence, though dumb, which strikes 

The eye, if not the ear, and throws the mind 

Back to a former time when thousands fell. 

Whilst gazing thus on thee, thou rusty blade, 

The sight reminds me of the fearful deeds 

Performed by those allied in that fair land 

Made desolate by devastating war ! 

IVe watch'd the sun in all its glory rise 
And throw a lustre bright on that fair land, 
Where flow'rs of ev'ry hue each pathway fringed, 
And luscious fruits in countless clusters hung ; 
Whilst high above earth's other beauties rose 
The giant palm, whose thanks, as 'twere, should be 
The first to reach the Giver of all Good ! 
And while to mind those scenes thou dost recall, 
Methinks ev'n now I hear the vocal strains 
That from a thousand little throats gush'd forth 
From out the beauteous groves, whose friendly shade 
Protection lent from Sol's fierce, fiery rays. 

But thou reminds me, too, of fell disease, 
That ** unseen foe," which with a merc'less force 
Cut down the bravest of our country's sons. 
Ay ! there the "pale horse" with its rider swept 
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Through Britain's ranks, nor night nor day he tired 
Of sending victims to a bloodless grave. 
But they in turn — thy country's serfs — sustain'd 
The greater loss in that protracted war. 

On Alma's heights, how confident were they — 
Tho' all the powers on earth should strive to take 
Those rugged heights — that they would stedfast stand 
And calmly view the unavailing struggle. 
But shouldst they persevere — these Allied Powers — 
In courting death, one word from him who ruled 
The mighty mass of Russia's serf-born sons 
Would send them down upon th' advancing foe, 
And hurl them each and all into the sea ! 
'Twas but a boast — the Allies them defied ! 

It seems but yesterday since through the sluggish stream 

The Allied forces dash'd — no fear had they : 

Death might be theirs, but vict'ry was their aim, 

As through the tangled vine they onward press' d 

To meet that foe who dreamt not of defeat. 

Though cannons threw their messengers of death 

With fearful, fatal force, yet undismay'd, 

The gallant few press'd on with stately tread, 

Till, victors, they stood on the now-famed heights. 

And thou remindst me of the brave that fell — 

In ev'ry shape and attitude they lay. 

The ghastly scenes were fearful to behold, 

And many eyes that day I know were dimm'd 

For those whose eyes were closed on earth for aye ! 

E'en while I gaze on thee, thou dormant sword — 

For thou art dormant now, thy warfare's o'er — 

The tear starts to the eye of him who thus 

Addresses thee, for well he knows what 'twas 

K 
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To suffer there with those who with him felt 
The dreary Winter's keen and cutting blasts, 
Which made the heart to tremble in its seat, 
And chill the blood in ev'ry hero's veins. 
Hunger's gnawing pain, too, each one keenly felt, 

For which we humbly thank'd I'd almost said 

Our country's ruling powers ! But let it pass. — 
Perchance the arm of him who wielded thee 
Had lost its wonted power, by power of want, 
Ere he a victim fell to horrid war ! 

Thou wert released from stiffen'd joints which grasp'd 
Thee tight. But powerless grew the hero's arm : 
His doom was seal'd, and so was thine, good sword — 
Thou hast thy duty done, thou blood-stain'd blade. 
But never more shalt thou be lifted up 
Unless in Freedom's cause ; no serf shall e'er 
Again imbrue thee in a freeman's blood ! 



^TT| LAS ! there are few wha ne'er tasted o' sorrow, 

^ ^ An' dootless your ain cup's been lang brimmin' fu' ; 

But dinna gi'e way, for the sun on the morrow 

May chase the dark cluds frae your heart an' your broo. 
I ken that it's hard tae be tramp'd on by ony. 

But sune ye'll be quit o' the fowk ye're wi' noo. 
Losh ! wha wad ha'e thocht that because ye are bonnie. 

Your mistress wad kind be tae ilk yin but you ? 
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But dinna gi'e way, for the lark noo is singing 

Tae sweet Jeannie's praise while it mounts up on hie, 
An' a' the wuds 'roond thee wi' music are ringing — 

O wha kens but ilka bird's sang is tae thee ? 
An' weel they may praise thee, wha's guid as guid-lookin', 

An' heartless are they wha wad e'er thee misca* ; 
E'en yonder wee burnie 'mang hazels noo joukin' 

Seems saftly tae murmur this wish o' us a' : — 

" May dark cluds o' sorrow nae mair hover o'er thee, 

An' grief that's heartfelt may thou ne'er again know. 
O peaceftt' an' calm be the race that's before thee — 

Untainted thy heart by this warld's fleetin' show. 
An' when 'tis the will o' oor Faither tae call thee 

Awa tae those realms whaur there's nane but the pure, 
In mansions the brichtest, O may He install thee, 

Tae reap there the joys that for ever endure ! 



^TTI W dinna ken weel hoo tae tell 
^ ^ The luve aw feel for thee, Maggie ! 
But this aw ken — nane but yerseP 
Can be sae lo'ed by me, Maggie ! 

Afttimes aw've gazed wi' longin' eyes 
On thee when passin' by, Maggie ! 

An' thocht thou'd be a glorious prize, 
But could dae nocht but sigh, Maggie ! 
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Aw tried tae schule my beatin' heart 
Tae think on thee nae mair, Maggie ! 

But, oh ! aw fail'd wi' 2! my airt 
Until that heart grew sair, Maggie ! 

Aw thocht that some yin else ye'd ha'e, 
Wha micht in heart be thine, Maggie ! 

An' your heart his, but durstna say, 
Nor ask gif ye'd be mine, Maggie ! 

But, oh ! ye ken hoo things cam' roond 
Whilk made me speak my min', Maggie ! 

Syne bless the balm whilk heal'd the wound. 
The answer that was thine, Maggie ! 

Let ithers praise the lass they lo'e — 
'Tis nocht tae me ava', Maggie ! 

Awll aye contented be wi' you, 
Wha's fairer than them a', Maggie I 

But, hark ! 'tis no yer ootward show 
That binds me thus tae thee, Maggie ! 

But this aw find — yer guileless mind 
Mak's thee thus dear tae me, Maggie ! 



©0 Il0btn. 



Oj'M glad tae ken your mem'ry still clings tae yon sacred spot, 
^ An' mair sae that oor youthfu' sports ye ha'ena yet forgot ; 
But prooder still am I tae learn that ye ha'e mind o' me, 
Thd years ha'e fled sin' last we met beneath the auld beech tree ! 
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Fu' weel I ken ye lo'ed me best 'mangst a' the joyous thrang, 
For aye ray part ye took, I min", tho' afttimes i' the wrang. 
There's little doot that I it was wha dazzled first your e'e, 
Whaur cares nor sorrows e'er war' felt, beneath the auld beech tree ! 

Afttimes oor lood an' joyous lauch would ring athwart the glen, 
An' wake the drowsy slumbers o' a thoosand echoes then. 
Thae days war' days tae brag aboot ! I'll min' them till I dee, 
For joys were felt, unkenn'd sinsyne, beneath the auld beech tree ! 

Methinks I see the smilin' face o' ilka youngster yet, 
An' hear the sweetly-soondin' voice o' ilk ane when we met ; 
But, oh ! the maist o' them are deid, an' some are ower the sea, 
Wha used tae meet thae sunny days beneath the auld beech tree ! 

Auld Nature's gems aroond the tree in rich profusion grew, 
An' aft my glossy hair ye deck'd wi' those o' brichtest hue. 
I was your Fairy Queen, ye said, an' prood was I tae be, 
In life's gay morn when we twa met beneath the auld beech tree ! 

Hoo sadly changed ilk feature's noo ! my hair is growin' grey — 
Ye scarce wad ken that Fairy Queen wha ance was blythe an' gay. 
But time shall ne'er efface that love I felt in heart for thee, 
Nor yet the joyous 'oors we spent beneath the auld beech tree ! 

Strange ! ilka future plan we laid was drifted like the snaw — 
Like snaw before a thawin' seuch, they vanish'd ane an' a'. 
O stern an' cruel was that fate whilk pairted you an' me, 
Nae mair tae meet as was oor wont beneath the auld beech tree ! 

Still may that ancient freend be left tae flourish mony years ! 
May ither hearts respond tae hearts, their loves devoid o' fears, 
Aneath its sacred boughs whaur aft kind Robin met wi' me 
Tae tell oor youthfu' tales o' love beneath the auld beech txee I 
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db^l^tt ^Vixxit Slark. 



" Thou bear'st my name^ sweet childy 
And I am proud of thee." 



""T^ LL hail ! wee smilin' prattlin' thing. 
^ ^ A' warldly cares aside Til fling, 
As 'neath the Muse's gentle wing 

I'll lilt wi' glee- 
Ay ! sit me doon awhile an' sing, 

Sweet pet, o' thee. 

Thou art nae shabby, shilpit crile ; 
There's no your like in Britain's isle ! 
A sonsy bairn art thou, whose smile, 

Like sunny ray, 
Can turn the saddest heart the while 

Frae grave tae gay. 

The rosebud's tint an' lily fair, 
Combined, wi' thee can ne'er compare. 
Thou art a flow'ret rich an* rare — 

A precious gem — 
Thy parents' pride, their joy an' care — 

Love's diadem ! 

May thou in beauty grow apace 
Withoot ae flaw in form or face. 
An' virtue croon your earthly race, 

We humbly pray ; 
Nor fau'ts nor failin's e'er deface 

Thy heav'nly way. 
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" The future's hid frae mortal ken," 
Is the belief — nine oot o' ten — 
O' them wha*re thocht the wisest men 
In this oor day ; 
" Wrapped in deep myst'ry is the then'' — 
Least so they say. 

Yet, strange tho' it may seem to be 
For far-famed deathless poetry, 
In visions bright fu' clear I see 

Thy lofty brow 
Wi' garlands bound — ^grand destiny 

Awaiting you ! 

May this — yea, this shall be your aim : 

A poetess o* deathless fame — 

Ay ! doon the ages Evelyn's name 

For aye shall ring, 
An' ither bards, when we're gane hame. 

Thy worth shall sing. 



"Ttl WAY from the bustle and noise 
^ ^ Of ev'ry-day life in the mill, 
On God's day of rest we rejoice 
To hear the voice of Him our choice, 
Whilst we by faith mount Zion's hill. 

The Lord hath made this day of rest 
For our behoof — yet 'tis His own I 
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May we with heav*n-bora love possess'd 
Within our breast feel doubly blest 
That we can thus surround His throne. 

Hail, sacred day ! all hail to thee, 
That points us to our risen Lord 
Who suffered death on Calv'ry's tree 
That we might be from sin set free ! 
Come, sing His praise with one accord. 

O may our hearts while we are here, 
Adoring, own Thy heav^enly grace. 
And ever feel Thy presence near 
'J hrough life's career our souls to cheer. 
Till we in glory see Thy face ! 

Hail holy day I the poor man's joy. 
Sweet type of God's eternal rest. 
Where nought can hurt or e'er destroy — 
No cares annoy, there's no alloy 
In heavenly mansions of the blest 

O God ! it is our prayer to-day. 

That we in resurrection life 
May ever own Thy gentle sway, 
And Thee obey till dawn of day — 

That day which ends all earthly strife ! 



% ^torg in ^tx%t. 



^^tfHREE fisher chaps the ither day, 
CSr 'Tween "Berwick Law " an' '* Cats-law-heid," 
Drew forth three fishes, we heard say — 
Three sonsy kippers — oot o' Tweed. 
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A gleam o' joy shot frae their een 
As on their lucky prize they gazed. 
" There's no ae bailie tae be seen — 

For that," says ane, " let Gude be praised I " 



Anither said, " Wi' cautious care, 

Let's hap them up till we come back ; 

An' tho' we getna ony mair, 

We're sure o' thae, an' that's a fac'.' 



.» >» 



They gaed awa' an' tried again. 

But nae anither bite they gat, 
Sae tae return they were fu' fain 

Tae lift what they'd already caught 

But wha could paint the ruefu' glance 
They cuist on ither when they saw 

Their fish war' gane ! Hoo they did prance ! 
The like o't ne'er was seen ava'. 

But ere their tongues could vent their spleen, 
A strappin' hizzie had drawn nigh. 
" Wha took yer fish ? " quo' she ; " aw seen 
Them carried tae yon hoose hard-by." 

Nae suner said than afF they set — 
They reach'd the hoose an' enter'd in : 
" Gudewife, we've come oor fish tae get — 
Tae reive ye ocht tae ken's a sin." 

" Tae reive, ma man ! What is't ye mean ? 
Ye want yer fish ? Gude save us a' ! 
The fish is few an' far between — 
We seldom see a fin ava' ! " 
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" Noo, wife, that's jist as big a lee 
As e'er ye coin'd in a' yer life ; 
For whaur's the fox could be mair slee 
Than him wha made ye his gudewife ? 

"An* hark ye, dame ! we've heard it said— 
An' mony ithers this can tell — 
Yer son aft mingy tricks has play'd 
Tae honest fishers like oorsel'. 

" Tho' Jock gangs tae the kirk ilk week 
Like ony ither decent chield, 
Aw doot the sawms are few he'll seek 
Whase thochts are bent on fish concealed. 

" Ye needna mak' a pious face, 

Nor raise yer han's abune yer heid — 
Tae fish the water's nae disgrace, 
Tditjish ixdit fishers is indeed !" 

As quick as lichtnin' thro' the air, 

Her tongue did wag, like thun'er lood ; 

She micht been heard ae mile or mair — 
Gude faith ! but she was awfu' rude. 

" But, come ! we winna babble wi'e ; 
Jist gie's them oot, an' say nae mair. 
Gif ye refuse, perforce we'll see 
What's 'neath that bing o' tatties there." 

"Ay ! try that on — I'll break yer back ! " 

When WuU spak' up — ('twas gey auld-farrant)- 

" Watch ye the hoose, an' in a crack 
YYi fetch a bailie an' a warrant ! " 
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When this she heard, she heaved a sigh, 
An' said she thocht it hard indeed 

Tae gi'e them fish that wi' the fly 

Her son that day had ta'en frae Tweed !— 

" But sin' it maun be sae, I'll gi'e 

The only fish we've ha'en the year." 
Sae frae the bing she brocht oot three — 
The very three^ the lads could sweer ! 

They pick'd them up, syne gaed their ways ;- 
An'— (tell it not at Fiddle-dee !)— 

Three better fish in a' ma days 
Aw never did nor wish tae pree ! 



/'^ HADST thou but known, love, the language of Erin, 
^Sf I'd ne'er sung of thee in the Sassenach tongue, 
But praised thee in language more sweet and endearing — 

The language in which Owen Connor has sung. 
I cannot express in the tongue of the stranger 

Those heart-thrilling feelings of love felt for thee ; 
But, dear, darling Norah, I'd shield thee from danger, 

If thou wouldst consent now my own bride to be ! 

I know thou art tempted by false ones to follow 
In paths that lead onward to ruin, asthore ; 

But list not, mavoumeen, to hearts that are hollow, 
Or soon warnings lost thou wilt sadly deplore. 
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Thou lov'st me, I know, or my own heart deceives me ; 

But, no ! there is truth in the glance of thine eye. 
O fain would I banish the thought, love, that grieves me — 

A love that is pure, Norah, never can die I 

The sun in the west, love, shall rise in the e'ening. 

And set in the east when a bright morn should dawn — 
And changes more strange in our lives intervening— 

Ere I cease to love thee, my sweet colleen bawn. 
Then come to my heart, love — without thee I'm lonely ! 

Why should we, dear Norah, live longer apart ? 
Then come, love, oh come 1 since I love but thee only, 

And live but to love thee, thou pride of my heart ! 




After Bums — a long way, 

[hen walking on life's sunny side 
Freen's (?) smirk an' smile, an' a' that, 
An' seem tae feel a joy an' pride 

Their freenship true tae shaw that 
For a' that, an' a' that, 

They've hollow hearts for a' that ; 
Whene'er ane's back is at the wa* 
They're Levites fause an' a' that. 

Still there are some, hooever few, 

Wha lend their aid, an' a' that. 
An' prove their hearts are guid an' true, 

Nae pride ha'e they tae fa' that. 
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For a' that, an* a' that, 

They're lo'esome chiels, an' a* that ; 
A brother poor they ne'er despise — 

May they be blest for a' that. 

But see him frae a dunghill raised, 

O' siller rife, an' a' that ; 
Nae wonder fowk should feel amazed, 

He's sic a fule an' a' that. 
For a' that, an' a' that, 

He has the power for a' that ; 
The son o' toil maun beck an' boo, 

An due respec' maun shaw that 

O pity 'tis that men o' worth 

Maun thole the snash, an' a' that, 
O' ony upstart scum o' earth, 

A senseless hash, an' a' that. 
For a' that, ay ! a' that. 

The time will come, for a' that, 
When men o' sense will honour'd be 

Tho' e'er sae poor, an' a' that. 

We've seen e'er noo the lowly rise, 

An' may again, for a* that. 
Despite the selfish would-be-wise, 

Wha try their best tae fa' that. 
For a' that, an' a' that. 

The honest man for a' that. 
Shall Stan' the test tho' poorly dress'd 

Nae coward knave can fa'. that. 
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J'HE good is untelling what I would do 
Had I but a thousand a year, d'ye see ? 
rd not be forgetful, dear Jack, of you, 

Who has ever been kind, so kind to me. 
Whatever my faults may have been, there's one — 

More dark than the darkest funeral pall — 
That never was mine, for under the sun 

Ingratitude's surely the worst of all. 

Had I but a thousand a year, Fd live, 

As the poor man lives, on the coarsest fare, 
And thus my friends be enabled to give 

Each one, of my wealth, a jolly good share. 
Ha ! ha ! what a joy to my heart 'twould be 

To raise all my friends above earthly want ! 
What a noble task ! Ahem ! let me see 

How many there are of the "needful" scant : — 

There's Jack, of course he stands first on the list — 

But ril find them all, or they'll soon find me ; 
No scion of poverty shall be miss'd 

When I have a thousand a year, d'ye see ? 
Ah, true ! iVe the will; but where is the way ? 

Such idle dreaming's like " Vanity Fair ; " 
My friends they are poor — I'm as poor as they ; 

Then where is my wealth ? Echo answers, " Where " ? 

Had I but a thou A letter for me ! 

Old uncle Bob through "the valley" has pass'd; 
Death has^ indeed, set the old fellow free, 

And I have a thousand a year at last ! 
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Where now are my friends ? oh, bosh ! let them go — 
There's a barrier now 'twixt them and me ; 

They can't expect me such beggars to know 
Since IVe got a thousand a year, d'ye see? 




[AR from his home and kindred there the dying hero lay 
'Mongst others dead and dying by Alma's crimson'd stream \ 
His pulse was feebly beating, his life ebbing fast away ! 
Whilst we saw our gallant comrade thus changing into clay, 
We vow'd stern vengeance on the foe, which proved no passing 
dream. 

But a strange impulsive power, ere the spark of life had fled, 

Was imparted to the hero who thus fatally wounded lay ; 
He listen'd to the cannons' boom, and to the conquerors' tread, 
While up the Alma's blood-churn'd heights the gallant victors sped : — 
He raised his voice and wildly cried "We're conquerors to-day ! 

*' But though with victory Britain's crown'd, the wailings of despair 

Shall burst from many loving hearts for those in battle slain. 
Oh, fain I'd live to breathe again my own, my native air, 
And in the glen where I was born, meet kind hearts beating there — 
Oh, mother, it is sad to feel, I'll see thee ne'er again ! 

"No more with strength and vigour blest, I'll climb thy heights, 
Ben Mohr, 

Nor listen to the music of old Scotia's wimpling rills. 
Nor with delight unbounded hear the cataracts sullen roar 
As it danced, and leapt, and dash'd with the wildest grandeur o'er 

The mighty crags and chasms deep of Scotia's heath-clad hills. 
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''Ah, little dreamt I in the past that on a foreign shore 

'Mongst strangers I would lay me down and heave my latest sigh ! 
But why regret? the "die is cast," 'tis needless to deplore 
The fate of one whilst thousands lie shrouded in their gore ; 
But Scotia's sons, though they may fall, are not afraid to die ! 

" Hark ! list ! the cannons cease their boom, the strife of battle's o'er, 

Those shouts of victory proclaim the deadly conflict's past.'* 
The dying Cameron heard the sound that reach'd the deepest core 
Of that brave heart, now sinking fast, which nought could e'er restore, 
And with a wild " Hip ! hip ! hurrah ! " the Gael breathed his last. 



Sonnet. 

Ot MARVEL not, thou glorious orb of day, 
<i^ That tens of thousands, heartfelt, worship thee ! 
Those dusky sons ne'er dream thou'lt pass away ; 
Thou art the god who o er their minds holds sway : 

To thee, O Sun, they bend the passive knee. 
Thy power is great — to them all-powerful ! Thou 

Diffuse thy glories o'er the land at will. 
They feel thy mighty influence, and bow 

To thee, their father's god — ^great monarch still. 
To them the world's Redeemer is unknown — 
Those joyful news from the eternal throne 

They've never heard. O that they knew of One 

Mightier far than yonder brilliant Sun ! 
But 'twill be known ! Amen ! His will be done ! 
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(Srrr |0ckt^. 

"T^ FTTIMES wi' grief my harp IVe strung 

Tae suit the joyless strains IVe sung 
For freen's at whom stern death had flung 

His fatal dart ! 
Anither's gane tae whom I clung 
Wi' a* my heart. 

Puir Jockie, thou shalt never mair 
In solemn tones ask "Mary's prayer" 
For thee, as was thy wont, when care 

Had dimmed thine e'e, 
Nor curse, nor bless, nor rave, nor rair 

Wi' seemin* glee. 

A strange compound wert thou, my freen', 
Of joy, an' sorrow, mirth, an' spleen 3 
Thy mimic airt an' satire keen 

War' match'd by nane. 
But daith, alas ! has chang'd the scene — 

Wee Jockie's gane. 

Tho' some may think thou'rt weel awa' 
Wha thus could break the haly law, 

1 canna bring my mind ava' 

Thy life tae blame : 
What seem'd thy fau'ts were virtues a' 
Lang live thy name ! 
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The "unco guid" an* warldly wise 
May grunt an' grane, wi' up-tum'd eyes, 
An' thy chief mourner stigmatise 

For praisin' thee \ 
But what care I ? tho' they despise, 

'Tis nocht tae ma 

I lo'ed thee, an' it greives me sair 
Tae ken I'll never see thee mair ; 
Yet why repine ? daith winna spare 

Nor freend, nor fae \ 
Thou'rt freed frae ilka earthly care 

PiX^ future day, 

Thou'lt ne'er be tax'd for what thou'st said, 
Or guid or bad, tae man or maid \ 
Nae chairge o' sin shall e'er be laid 

Tae Jockie'e name ; 
Nae wonder thou wert ne'er afraid 

O' future blame. 

The warld on whilk thou'st closed thine e'e 
Was a' an' ilka thing tae thee ; 
But wi' thy freend 'twill different be 

At his last braith — 
There is anither warld tae dree 

Comes after daith. 

But there's a chance for him tae rise 
Tae ither lands ayont the skies, 
An' join the saunts in Paradise ; 

Not sae wi' thee, 
Wha'U ne'er enjoy the glorious prize 

That's meant for me. 
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But things as they ha'e ever been 
Will aye be this or that way, freen' ; 
This warld's an ever-shiftin' scene 

O' joy an' care, 
An' tae my breist thy loss has gi'en 

O' grief its share. 

But fare-thee-weel, thou'rt gane, I trow ; 
Nae mair thou'lt wag thy lyart pow, 
Nor welcome gi'e tae Jamie now, 

By word or look, 
For deep in oor kailyaird art thou — 

The snuggest nook. 

Nae marble slab or granite block 
O' far-famed Aberdonian rock 
Shall point thy lair, that curious fo'k 

Thy daith may read ; 
Yet thou shalt be remember'd, Jock — 

Oor Starling deid ! 




'HE glories o' oor woodlands noo are fa*in' to decay, 
An' ilka beauteous Simmer scene is fadin' fast away ; 
The airms o' ilka giant aik, ootstretchin' far an' wide, 
Amaist denuded noo are they o' a' their Simmer's pride. 

Oor humble freen's, the wayside fioo'ers, nae langer fringe oor path : 
They droop'd — ^they died ; they couldna stan' the howUn' tempest's 

wrath. 
A' Nature looks fu' drear an' stern whaure'er the e'e can scan — 
Ower hill an' dale 'tis Winter noo — 'tis Winter ower tba \2W!l * 
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But tho* the floorers ha'e perish'd a* by Winter's chillin' blast, 
O may the heart o' man retain the warmth o' Simmer past ! 
May they on whom wealth's been bestow'd the needy ones relieve, 
Rememb'rin' " 'tis more blessed far to give than to receive." 

An' thoosandr noo are shiv'rin' i' the cauld an' bitter blast — 
'Tis they wha keenly feel the truth that Winter's come at last ! 
The heart maun cauld an' callous be that's shut against the poor — 
The hooseless, hameless wanderers wha beg frae door to door. 

But tho' ye aid the wand'rin' poor, forgetna there are some 
Aroond ye noo wha claim your care in mony a cheerless home : 
The widow an' the faitherless, share ye wi' them your bliss — 
Whate'er ye ha'e to spare for them, oh ! dinna be remiss. 

Then turn na heartlessly awa' frae them wha need your aid ; 

Remember this, that charity, heartfelt, can never fade. 

Spurn not your brither frae your door — wi' him God's blessin's 

share ; 
For why should poorer brethren want when ye ha'e rowth to spare? 

While wintry win's are cuttin' keen, an' thoosands feel the smart, 
O may the wealthy ever strive to heal ilk bleedin' heart ! 
Their ain hearts will the lichter be for what they may bestow ; 
Then help the poor ! wha does shall feel joys ithers ne^ercan know! 



^lir ®ibbg'a ^rrrtrlr ®lrtatk* 

/I^AE 'wa' ye wha brag that yer fioo'ers are sae bonnie, 
^S^ An' think there's nocht like them, gae 'wa' ! div ye ken 
There's ae fioo'er in Damick — unmatched 'tis by ony — 
The kingly Scotch Thistle at Tibby's hoose-en'? 



POEMS AND SONGS. 149 



Dear emblem o' Scotia noo waving in glory 
Beside ither twa that are sturdy an' Strang, 

Nae floo'ret like thee has e*er figured in story, 
There's nane that aw ken o' sae worthy a sang — 

As auld Tibby's Scotch Thistle, 
The grand auld Scotch Thistle, 
Noo wavin' in glory 
At Tibby's hoose-en'. 

Twa Southrens ae day tae auld Tibby cam' speerin' 

The names o' the three giant stalks growin' there : 
Quo' Tibby, " Ma lads gin yer no dull o' hearin', 

Their names are enshrined in oor hearts evermair : 
That's Wallace, my laddies, an' that is the Bruce, 

An' this ym was christen'd John Knox, tae, by me — 
Three heroes that ower yer forefaithers craw'd croose, 

When Scotia's weelfare was at stake, div ye see ? 

O the braw, bonny Thistle, 
We're prood o' the Thistle 
Noo wavin' in glory 
At Tibby's hoose-en'. 

O lang may the auld body's e'e sparkle brichtly, 

Lang may she be spared the green Thistle tae rear , 
An' wae betide ony wha speak o' it lichtly. 

The red-tappit Thistle, tae Tibby sae dear ! 
Oor national bardie has sung o' its grandeur. 

An' ithers wha weel could the Thistle defen' ; 
But nane ever flourish'd in mair regal splendour 

Than Wallace an' Bruce at auld Tibby's hoose-en'. 

Then hurrah for the Thistle, 
Ilk kingly Scotch Thistle 
Noo wavin' in glory 
At Tibby's hoose-en'. 
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[HA is't that cam' against oor will ? 
Wha is't that sticks against it still ? 
Wha is't that mourns an empty till ? 
Wha can it be ? — Oor Minister ! 

Hal'e hearts yince gen'rous ceased tae beat ? 
No ? Then come forth an' pay your seat, 
An' thus avert his awful threat — 

The threatening o' Oor Minister ! 

He'll cut them afF-^— the grum'lin' crew ! — 
An' well assist him so to do ! 
We'll cling tenaciously to you — 
In spite o' fate — Oor Minister ! 



" He's self-conceited !" Weel, what then ? 
" Unorthodox, too ! " That we ken ! 
But he's oor choice, an' we'll defen', 

Wi' oor heart's-bluid, Oor Minister I 

Oor principles we'll sacrifice — 
Ay ! burke the truth, an' list to lies, 
In spite o' a' wha noo despise 

The doctrines o' Oor Minister ! 

Tho' Conscience, wi' unerrin' dart, 
This truth aft forces on the heart — 
We've acted a dishonest part, 

Led on by — ^wha? Oor Minister ! 
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Nae doot we're feelin' unco sma', 
But let that flee stick to the wa' ! 
He yet — wha kens — may get a ca' ; 
But wha wad ha'e Oor Minister ! 

O' Gospel truths he kens nae mair 
Than ony stirk or polar bear ; 
Like Pharaoh's kine, we're awfu* spare 
For lack o' meat — Oor Minister ! 

We thocht him eloquent in prayer, 
When he, in language rich an' rare, 
Waved gowden censers i' the air, 

An' spak' o' saunts — Oor Minister ! 

But some ungodly sinner took 
The chance to ha'e a sly bit look, 
An' saw him read them frae a book — 
Oh, wae's me for Oor Minister ! 

'Tis true, we ha'e oorsel's to blame 
For choosin' yin sae cauld an' tame ; 
If we'd the pluck we'd send him hame — 
But, whisht ! he's still Oor Minister 1 

In darkness we ha'e cast oor lot ; 
Oor wiser brethren help us not — 
An' while he clings to Calvin's coat. 
They ne'er will own Oor Minister 1 
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$a5irk %tsm (Stmt (Saxitstl 

/T^ HOW it cheers each one to know 
Is^ That thousands, heart and hand, 
Have join'd our ranks to crush the foe 

That rages through the land. 
'Tis true, the Demon Drink is strong ; 

But powerful though he be. 
We'll banish yet this foulest wrong, 

And all from Drink set free ! 

Then let us try the best we can — 
No more the best can do — 

Henceforth to teach our brother man 
To paddle his own canoe 1 

Tho' some there are their pledge that break, 

And cause us deep regret, 
Let us prove faithful for their sake, 

And we shall conquer yet 
We'll save the drunkard yet, in spite 

Of all that he can do. 
And make him own *tis just and right 

To paddle his own canoe ! 

Then let us try, &c. 

The anchor of our hope shall be 

The light of truth divine, 
'Tis truth alone can make us free — 

O may that truth be thine ! 
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We*ll work and pray while it is day, 

With loving hearts and true, 
Till each and all are taught the way 

To paddle their own canoe ! 

Then let us try the best we can — 
No more the best can do — 

Henceforth to teach our brother man 
To paddle his own canoe ! 



Wat (Stttraat 

"/T^H, breathe not her name — she is lost to us all ; 
^S^ Her shadow again shall ne'er darken our door. 
Ambition accurs*d was the cause of her fall — 
Ambition, the ruin of thousands before. 

" Her vision of riches, how fleeting and vain ! 
The scorn of the tempter, the outcast of all : 
Such is the reward of the gay giddy train 
Whose moments of virtue they cannot recall 

" Though humble the home that once sheltered her head, 
With health for our dowry weVe plenty in store \ 
Whilst she, wretched victim, though living, is dead — 
O may she in heart yet her follies deplore !" 

'Twas thus spoke the sire to his helpmate, who bore 
That child, once so guileless, now sinning to live ; 

The mother's heart bled and was fain to implore 
Her husband, the father, their child to forgive. 
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That father was stern, but affection's bright glow 
In his bosom yet burn'd, though seemingly dead ; 

He tried to forget, but the fast falling snow 

Made him sigh, for perchance she'd no sheltering shed ! 

Dark, dark was the night — not a star in the sky 
To light the poor penitent back to her home ! 

In heart humbled now, with a soul-upheav'd sigh, 
She streach'd forth her hands, crying "Father, I come. 



» 



Joy reign'd in that home, for a soul had been saved — 
Kind heaven they thank'd for restoring their child. 

On bended knees humbly their blessing she craved : 
They bless'd her, and angels approvingly smiled. 



^IVE to some purpose ! be what thou would seem ! 
^^ Time flies — remember, life is but a span ; 
Let not thy days pass like a passing dream — 

Bestir thyself and do the best thou can, 
Whatever thy mission, do it with a will, 

Though hard the task that is before thee set ; 
Be earnest ever, stand not idly still — 

Ask God to aid thee, and thou'lt conquer yet. 

Live to some purpose I none were made in vain : 

There's room for good in ev'ry human heart ; 
Tyrannic power, once strong, is on the wane ; — 

Press onward, upward I act a brother's part. 
The lowly bom, the humblest son of toil, 

May cheer a brother on his weary way ; 
Be strong of heart amid'st this world's turmoil — 

Make truth thy guide, and work while it is day. 
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Live to some purpose ! though thine arms are weak, 

If reason firmly sits upon its throne, 
Thou may'st at least some words of comfort speak 

To weary souls in darkness groping on. 
Brave son of toil — ^the essence of the earth — 

In all that's good a bright example show ; 
May thou unflinching ever prove thy worth — 

A worth that thousands yet may learn to know. 

Live to some purpose ! thou, the rich, and great (?), 

Whose souFs absorbed in this world's glitt'ring gain, 
Who spurn thy brother from thy mansion gate, 

Because he's poor — thy life is spent in vain. 
Live to some purpose ! whatsoe'er it be. 

Though hard the task, my brother, do not fret ; 
Be earnest ever ! humbly bend the knee — 

Ask God to guide thee, and thou'lt conquer yet ! 



^5 fUVCu. 

Oj LOV'D thee once with all the fervour of my soul, 

(^ And loving thoughts of th6e, o'er which I've no control, 

Haive still the power to make me feel how dear thou art — 

Ay ! Loving thoughts of thee still vibrate through the heart. 

Thou did'st return my love, too, in those years gone by : 

The mirror of thy soul, thy beaming light-blue eye 

The truth display'd, that you and I were one in heart, 

And nought, save deaths we thought, such loving hearts could part- 

And yet we live, though we have parted been for years ; 
Again we meet, to speak of hopes devoid of fears. 
The clouds are scatter'd now in which we've been obscured, 
And^never more we'll feel that which we've long endured. 
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Ah ! well I know that thou in sorrow passed thy time, 
And I, too, suffered much when in a distant clime ; 
Yet why speak of the past? its bitter pangs are o'er, 
The cause is powerless now which sever' d us before. 

Thy little trembling hand, now clasp'd in both mine own, 
Reminds me of the bliss that you and I have known ; 
And that sweet smile of thine now makes me feel that we 
Shall yet know blissful hours, such may they ever be 1 
Though from thy cheek is fled the once bright bloom of youth, 
To me thou'rt still the same sweet gem of love and truth ; 
Though I may ne'er forget the sorrows of the past, 
It soothes my soul to know that Nellie's mine at last. 



Cj'VE lo'ed the bonnie lassie lang wha's workin' i' the mill, 
^ Wi' joy a sicht o' her ne'er fails to mak' my bosom thrill ; 
There's nane can e'er her gudeness tell — o' a' she bears the gree; 
I couldna leeve withoot her luve wha's " a' the warld tae me." 
Tho' heartless anes may jeer an' lauch, e'en let them lauch their fill ; 
As true as steel I'll pruve to her wha's workin' i' the mill 

There's Mag, an' Jess, an' ither twa whase names I needna tell, 
Are fain to ha'e the luve I feel for Jeanie's bonnie sel' ! 
But a' their skeel, an' wily airts, braw claes an' bonnets new 
Are thrawn awa' on him whase heart can never prove untrue. 
The image o' the best o' them can ne'er my bosom][fill, 
For i' my heart shis stiroteep'd wha's working in the mill 
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'Tis nae for ootward beauty that I lo'e the lass sae weel — 
Tho' beauty o' the rarest kind has stamp'd on her its seal — 
I Ice her for her purity, her calm an' modest mien : 
O' a' the lassies hereabout there's nane like bonnie Jean ! 
The auld folk say she's kind to them, an* little doot she will 
As a wifie still prove kind when I take her frae the mill. 

Fu' weel I ken there are nae few, wha gang baith trig an' braw. 
Are fain tae tak' her frae me, but it winna dae ava ; 
For Jeanie's heart is leal an' true, an' spotless as the snaw — 
She loes but ane, she tells me sae, an' Jeanie's word is law. 
She winna change her mind I ken, but take me when I will, 
An' that'll nae be lang, ma lass — richt sune ye'll lea' the mill. 

What happy days an' joyfu' nichts, dear lassie, we'll ha'e then ! 
I'll bless the 'oor throughoot ma life when first I did ye ken. 
An' O what joy 'twill be for baith tae see oor bairns at play — 
Ye needna blush, ma bonnie lass, for bairnies we maun ha'e. 
Undreamt o' joys, ma peerless ane, will then oor bosoms fill — 
Dear Jeanie, in a week or twa I'll tak' thee frae the mill. 



<i0r ianet. 

il^UDE save us ! I wonder what's come ower ye noo, 
s^f Sae kind an' sae couthie ye've been, Janet ! 
For mony lang years nae a frown on yer broo 

Was by me or by ony ane seen, Janet ! 
I ne'er saw a form that could match wi' yer ain. 

Nor a face that I liket sae weel, Janet ! 
Dinna say "That is past wi' the days that are gane," 
The luve felt for ye then still I feel, Janet ! 
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Losh ! what is the use o' yer faut-finding noo, 

For me writing a wee bit luve-sang, Janet ! 
Ye ken there is nane but yerseP that I lo'e 

Wi' a luve that could ne'er dae ye wrang, Janet ! 
It matters not, wifie, what luve-sangs I sing, 

Ye are mine an' I'm yours a' the same, Janet ! 
(The ivy tae aik trees nae closer could cling), 

An' yer comfort has aye been my aim, Janet ! 



Come cheer up yer heart then my canty auld dame, 

An' drive ilka wrang thocht frae yer briest, Janet ! 
Thro' life's mony changes ye'll find me the same, 

Tae me ithers are less than the least, Janet ! 
What tho* I may sing a bit sang noo' an' then, 

A* the luve there expressed is for thee, Janet ! 
Whatever ithers think o't I'd ha'e ye tae ken 

'Tis yersel' that I ha'e i' my e'e, Janet ! 

Tho' changin* tae grey is yer ance raven hair. 

An' the bloom frae ilk cheek's fadin' fast, Janet ! 
There's nane that I ken o' wi' you can compare, 

That's a truth I'll manteen tae the last, Janet ! 
Sae what is the use o' yer faut-findin' noo. 

For me writing a wee bit luve-sang, Janet ! 
Ye ken there is nane but yersel' that I loe, 

Wi' a luve that could ne'er dae ye wrang, Janet 
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/tff OME, ilka shepherd ftae the hill — 

oSr Come frae the glens, hinds, ane an' a' — 

An' hail wi' me, wi* heartfelt glee, 

Oor laird, for he's been lang awa'. 
But noo he's comin' hame, my freen's— 

Baith safe an' soond he'll sune be here ; 
Syne we shall hail, withooten fail, 

Oor chief wi' mony a hearty cheer. 

Then, toss your caps high i' the air, 
Ye whase hearts wi' joy aboond ! 

Come, welcome hame the Laird o' Yair- 
Mak' the hills an' glens resoond ! 

Nae tjnrant chief we welcome back — 

If sae he'd been, we needna care 
Tho' he'd ne'er cross'd the wasteless track. 

Or e'er again seen bonnie Yair. 
But fond affection for us a' 

Within his noble soul he feels ; 
An' love in turn oor bosoms burn, 

Whilk ilka beamin' e'e reveals. 

Then, toss your caps, &c. 

Again he hails wi' heartfelt glee 

His childhood's hame, his native Yair ; 

An', bonnie Tweed, he smiles on thee. 
An' vows to lea' thee nevermair ! 
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But, hark ! the sturdy sons of toil 

Their noble chief wi' joy espy, 
An' sangs an' cheers assail his ears, 

An* shouts o* mirth kings micht envy. 

Then, toss your caps high i' the air, 
Ye whase hearts wi' joy aboond ! 

Come, welcome hame the Laird o' Yair- 
Mak' the hills an' glens resoond ! 



Sonnet. 




'HERE is no greater, grander truth than this, 
That love and justice is the same in kind ; 
And 'tis our Father's will that none should miss 
That glorious truth ordain'd by Him to bless 

All human souls, and light the darken'd mind, 
Thus causing joy within the heart to spring 
When that eternal truth of God is known. 
Yet few there are who joyfully can sing — 
"The justice of our God is love alone !" 
He sent His Son to die for human guilt : 
The curse He bore, whose precious blood was spilt ; 
And now our God can justly justify 
The vile'st soul stain'd with sin's deepest dye — 
Through faith in Christ, the sinner's home's on high ! 
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Res^ctfully inscribed to Nurse , E. R, Infirmary. 

OJ'M ponderin' an' wonderin', e'en torturin' my brains, 
^ Tae ken what's wrang internally noo causin' siccan pains, 
Whilk flash an' dart wi' fiery force through an' aroond the heart ; 
Can this a wamin' be o' daith ? is there nae healin' art ? 

for a cure — the cure, of course, whatever that may be ! 

1 canna leeve an suffer thus — ^'tis waur than daith tae me. 
The sleepless nichts an' weary days are tellin* on me noo : 

" He's deein' fast," I hear folk say — sae careworn is my broo. 

I wonder, O I wonder sair if e'er again I'll see 
The bloom o' youth diffuse my cheek, life's brightness i' my e'e t 
Will aucht on earth again restore this fadin' form o' mine, 
An' ease the heart o' ilka pang that mak's me thus repine ? 

Awa' wi' sorrow, pain, an' care ! 

I've found the cause at last : 
Yon lassie wi' the raven hair 

Has cantrips ower me cast ! 
'Tis she alane can heal the smart, 

An' banish care for aye — 
Ay ! heal the broken, bleedin' heart. 

Nor leave ae sadd'nin' ray ! 

There's a virtue that heals i' the tones o' her voice. 
An' gloom flees before her sweet smile wi' affright ; 

Like a sunbeam, her presence mak's ilk heart rejoice, 
As she flits thro' the ward like an angel o' light. 
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Tho' dumb in the presence o' her that I lo'e, 

An' only can look what I canna express^ 
I feel she's a treasure unkenn'd tae ower few, 

An' thro' Time's stern changes I'll lo'e her nae less. 

Tho' Love has laid me low, 

An' caused ilk stingin' dart, 
Ah ! nane can^ever know 

Hoo dear to me thou art 
Thou'rt watch'd with eager gaze 

Dispensing blessings now, 
Beyond all human praise 

I feel in heart art thou. 

The ward is fu' 

O' strangers noo, 
But nurse has a smile for them a' ; 

Her gentle mein 

An' lauchin' e^n 
Chase mony weary thochts awa'. 

Her kindly voice 

Mak's hearts rejoice 
An' better bear affliction's rod ; 

Oor sun shall set 

E'er we forget 
That handmaid o' oor Faither, God ! 

Thy labours shall gain their reward by-an'-bye 
Whaur victims below are frae troubles set free; 

Those mansions of glory prepared 'yond the sky, 

For thee are prepared, nurse, for dear ones like thee 1 



■• ./ 
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Tfu/olUnuing simple tribute tvas written at the request ^a little girl, who, amongst many 
hundreds of other little ones, wasexceedingly fond of the genial and generous-hearted 

Coltart the candytnoH. 

" '^HHAT ails my bonnie bairn to-day, 

C^ What gars ye greet sae sair?' 
" O mither ! a' the bairns are wae, 
For Coltart's deid : we hear folk say 
We'll see 'im here nae mair! 



i» 



'^ He was sae kind tae bairnie's a\ 
Nae wonder, then we greet 
The bairns ill-clad an' baimies braw 
War a his bairns ; he lo'ed us a', 
An' ga'ed us mony a treat 

** Aft, mither, when ye'd nocht tae spare, 

An' couldna candy buy, 
He'd stroke wee Johnnie's curly hair. 
An' gi'e 'm a pennyworth an' mair, 

An' tell *ira no tae cry. 

** What was it, mither, gar'd 'im dee ? 

Did God an' angel sen' 
Tae tak' 'im tae the bairns on hie, 
An' learn them * Alia Balla Be ?' 

Wha kens ? 00 dinna ken ! 

*• But a' the bairnies ken fu' weel, 
Amidst their hopes an' fears, 

That big folk kensna hoo they feel ; 

When daith on dear freen's sets its s6al, 
They canna help their tears ! 
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'' O sair well miss the kindly smile, 
The dance, an' joyous sang, 

An' his advice — 'Aye keep thrae guile; 

When yoimg, beware the tempter's wile'- 
Shall be remember'd lang." 



Indite %tt. 

/'^OR Nellie's fair, the fairest, ay ! o' fair creation's flowers — 
TS^ A free unfetter'd sunny beam that cheers oor fleetin' hours^ 
Aye joyous, gay, light-hearted, an' free frae guile is she — 
A glorious type o' womankind is matchless Nellie Lee ! 

• 

When grief, or care, or sorrow pass the threshold o' oor cot, 
They find nae restin'-place within — na ! no a single spot ; 
But flee before the sunny smiles an' lauchter-ringin' glee 
Of Nellie, beauteous Nellie, oor darling Nellie Lee ! 

Nae twa auld folk war' ever bless'd wi' lassie like oor Nell, 
Sae kind an' gentle she is aye, nane can her guidness tell ; 
There's nae yin i' the Water-gate e'er wi us disagree, 
But add their mite o' praise tae oors when roosin' Nellie Lee ! 

'Tis saxteen simmers noo sin' she was laid doon at oor door — 
Cauld poverty had been oor lot for weary years before ; 
But caulder hearts wad oors ha'e been, tho' puir folk then war* we 
Had we no ta'en the bairnie in, oor ain- named Nellie Lee ! 

Strange an' mysterious are the ways o' Providence divine ! 
A thoosand blessings dreamtna o' ha'e flowed on us sinsyne ; 
Tho' rich not in a warldly sense, frae cauldrife want we're free — 
O blessings on the nicht we fand sweet floo'ret Nellie Lee ! 
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Nae tidings o' the heartless anes wha' left the hapless bairn 
Ha*e reach'd us yet, sae what they war' perchance we'll never learn ; 
But let them be whatever they micht, in heart we them forgi'e 
Wha left the bud — the blossom's oors that blooms in Nellie Lee ! 

The auld gude-wife an' I are noo fast tott'ring doon the hill, 
But when tae bliss frae earthly joys we're ta'en wi' His guid-will ; 
O may He aye oor cherish'd lamb frae earthly wolves keep free. 
Till spotless she is upwards borne — oor angel Nellie Lee ! 



(Srrr WL^ ianm* 

^^ A' the wee bairns that e're pester'd a granny, 
^S' There's nane that I ken o' like oor Jamie-jooks ; 
Tae keep 'is wee hands oot o' mischief I canna, 

The wee tricky loon — see, he's rivein' thae books ! 
Noo, Jamie, gude save us ! there's ae book in tatters — 

Ma certie ! we'll catch't when yer gran'faither kens ; 
The wee shaver's toys thro' the hoose, tae, he scatters, 

An' lauchs, while 'is heid 'neath 'is daidle he dens. 

Losh ! hear hoo the rascal 'is granny is mocking I 

When coughin' or spittin', he mimics the same. 
He smokes an' he spits when 'is gran'faither's smoking — 

The deil's i' the bairn ! he's the plague o' oor hame. 
Tho' speak yet he canna, he kens what we're saying — 

The wee roguey kens ilka word withoot fail. 
Losh ! while ither baimies are harmlessly playing, 

He's making a chanter o' Tabby's rough tail. 
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The Deibors aft tell us we'll spoil oor wee manpie, 

Confinnia' their tale wi' a shake o' the held ; 
But wha k,ens por feelings save only a granny 

Wha se^ thro' dim spec's ilk mischevous deed ? 
Oor hearth, ay ! an' hearts, would be lanely an' cheerless 

Were't po for oor ten-months-auld totum, I trow ; 
There's manliness shown in a speerit sae fearless, 

We carena what ithers may say o' 'im now. 

Wha kens but wee Jamie may yet ha'e tae beild us 

Frae a' that we dree when we're doited an' auld ; 
I feel that, if need be, in time he will shield us 

Frae poortith's stern grip aye sae gruesome an' cauld. 
Ay, Jamie ! we kenna what's lying before us — 

The future's a myst'ry tae baith you an' me ; 
But tho* darksome cluds may at times hover o'er us. 

That future we'll trust tae oor Faither an* thee. 




'WAS Winter ! and the bitter howling blast 

With merc'less force came sweeping down the vale ; 
The fleecy flakes kept falling thick and fast. 

Soon cov'ripg o'er each well-known hill and^dale. 

Amidst the pjrramidal wreaths of snow, 

A maniac mother, with her child, at e'en, 
Kept battling onward 'gainst the wintry foe, 

Nor flinch'd before the wind, though cutting keen. 
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The feeble wailings of the tiny child 
No mortal heard, save her who gently pressed 

Its little form, and hush'd in accents mild 
The helpless offspring to a soothing rest 

But reason's momentary gleam soon fled, 

She laugh'd and cried, and cried and laugh'd again, 

While through the snow the maniac mother sped 
With all the vigour of the wild insane. 

What is her object ? whither bound is she ? 

Great God ! she halts upon yon dizzy height, 
Beneath which "Ettrick, roaring red," rolls free 

In all its grandeur, majesty and might. 

Her large dark eyes in fitful flashes gleam 
Whilst gazing wildly on the flood beneath : 
^* This life,'* she cried "is but a troubled dream — 

A dream, ha ! ha ! a dream that's worse than death." 

The frenzied mother press'd her hapless child 
More closely to her wildly beating breast ; 

The storm still raged, the guileless infant smiled 
Unconscious of its mother's wild unrest. 

Down, down they hurled into the flooded stream 
That swept them onward, fearfully and fest ; 

The manaic laugh'd, the child gave forth a scream — 
Then hush'd the sound, the tragic scene is past 1 

*Tis many years since that eventful night, 
Yet oft, 'tis said, is seen a weird-like form 

Hov'ring with a child on yonder height. 
Whose wails are heard commingling with the storm I 
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CjLK lad thinks his ain lass*the brichtest an' rarest 
O^ O' a' ither lassies baith here an' awa' ; 
But her that I lo'e is the sweetest an' fairest : 
There's nane like the lassie o' Bannerfield Ha' ! 

I've mingled 'mangst beauties whase hearts war' beguilin', 
That wiss'd ower ma een they the glamour micht draw ; 

Oh, little they dreamt while on me they kept smilin' 
I lo'ed but the lassie o' Bannerfield Ha' ! 

Thou kindest an' dearest, what heart-thrillin' pleasure 
Is mine while I drink in thy charms yin an' a' ; 

Thy beauty an' guidness proclaim thee a treasure, 
My ain bonnie lassie o' Bannerfield Ha' ! 

Hoo sweet 'tis at e'ening tae wander thegether 

Awa' up the burnie the length o' the fa' ; 
But sweeter by far is a seat 'mang the heather, 

Ma airms roond the lassie o' Bannerfield Ha' ! 

O joy never kenn'd by the chield void o' feeling, 
Whase heart never beat tae a love-tune ava' ! 

What raptures o' bliss thro' ma bosom keep stealing 
While kissin' the lassie o' Bannerfield Ha' ! 

Her smiles cheer ma heart like the sunbeams o' Simmer, 
An' chase the dark cluds o' deep sorrow awa' ; 

If life tae me's spared, ere again buds the timmer, 
I'll wed thee, the lassie o' Bannerfield Ha' ! 
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''/7^H ! dinna speak abune your braith, 
^Qr But tell your tales fu* low ; 
Ye ken my mither loes us baith, 
But oh ! my faither's ta'en an aith 
By a' that's guid he'll be your daith — 
Sae whisper low, lad, whisper low. 

What ails my faither sae at thee, 
I dinna ken, but he's your foe ; 
It grieves me sair that he should be, 
For thou wilt aye be dear tae me, 
E'en for your sake my life I'd gi'e — 
Sae whisper low, lad, whisper low ! " 

"O saftly whisperin' I would tell 

O' luve that mak's my bosom glow ! 
Thou'st woven roond my heart a spell 
That binds me tae thy bonnie sel' ; 
List tae my vows, dear Isabel, 

In whispers low, love, whispers low ! 

Nae power on earth shall change the heart 
While thro' my veins the life streams flow, 

Thou haud'st in thral that vital part ; 

Whae'er may try oor luve tae thwart, 

Thou'rt mine for aye ! ay, mine thou art — 
I'll whisper low, love, whisper low ! 

Thy sunny smile an' winnin' ways 
Can only mak' love stronger grow. 
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O fain I'd sing in daithless lays 
Thy charms sae weel deservin' praise ; 
But hush ! ma voice I daurna raise — 
I'll whisper low, love, whisper low ! 

Whate'er may be oor future lot, 
True love on ither we'll bestow, 

Ay 1 lo'e ilk ither as we ought, 

In some bit canty, cozy cot, 

Whaur we can speak of love, but not 
In whispers low, love, whispers low ! 



"Tl RUSTIC chiel wi' little lair, 

O Wha scarcejkens tow frae horses' hair. 

An ignoramus, scant an' bare 

O' wit an' grace. 
Presumes to praise thy genius rare, 

E'en to thy face. 

Were I a poet born like you, 
I'd lilt thy praise in verse, I trow, 
But tho' I canna gi'e yer due, 

I'll this proclaim — 
'Mongst never-dying poets noo 

Ye've gain'd a name. 

There's but ae Rabbie Burns 'tis true, 
Wha's work's I've aft' read through an' through. 
An' ilka time been charm'd anew 
Wi' Rabbie's airt. 
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But haith, ma freen*, we've found in you 
Rab's counterpairt. 

Tho* Ramsay. Burns, an' Tannahill, 
Afttimes wi' their poetic skill, 
Wi* joy ha'e gar'd my bosom thrill, 

An' dance wi' glee. 
Thy matchless " four-horse-poo'er sawmill," 

It bears the gree. 

Lang may thy Muse wi' ootspread wing 
The fruits o' genius broad-cast fling 
O'er a' the land whaur people sing 

The poet's lays, 
That hills an' valleys a' may ring 

Wi' Jockie's praise. 

Should snappin*, snarlin' critics sneer 
Wi' upturn'd nose at thy career, 
Look up, ma freen', an' dinn fear, 

But them defy ! 
Thy warks shall stan* time's tear an' wear — 

They'll never die ! 



%rtn0 bttsm^ WiixAtx. 

^Kl ARK ! noo the air is ringin' 
&^ Wi' floods o' joyous sang, 
An' sweet the birds are singin' 
Oor bonnie wuds amang. 
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The sun is shinin' brichtly 

On fields sae fresh an' &ir, 
An' ilka heart beats lichtly 

Aroond us everywhere I 

Bonnie Spring, thou'rt come at last 

Wi' a* thy floo'ery train ; 
Winter wi' its cauldrife blast 

Has fled frae hill an' plain* 
Sweet again 'tis tae inhale 

The blossom-scented air 
Wafted doon oor native vale, 

Nae langer bleak an' bare. 

Hark ! hoo the wind is ravin' 

Amangst the forest trees — 
Ilk ane its gaunt airms wavin', 

Sae Strang the wintry breeze ! 
Hush'd the wind, but thick the snaw 

Has fa'en on hill an' plain : 
Winter isna yet awa', 

Tho' ilk ane thocht him gane. 

Spring weather cam' sae early. 

We micht kenn'd what 'twad be : 
The hoary-heided carlie 

Was ower Strang yet tae dee. 
But joy within oor bosoms 

Shall reign withooten fail 
When Spring's sweet buds an' blossoms 

Again shall scent the vale ! 
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[E met, as oft we'd met before, 
With heartfelt joy and gladness ; 
We told our love-tales o'er and o'er, 
Nor dreamt of coming sadness — 
At least not I, who thought him true. 

And could not e'er deceive me ; 
But day by day he colder grew — 
Sure token that he'd leave me. 

He left, and left me in despair, 

Lured from me by another. 
With smoother tongue and hoary hair — 

She might have been his mother / 
Oh ! how could'st thou my love resign, 

So strong, so true, and holy ! 
Oh, how couldst thou who call'd me thine 

Be guilty of such folly ? 

Those visions bright of earthly bliss 

Have vanish'd now for ever ; 
Betray'd thus with a Judas-kiss, 

For evermore we sever ! 
This world's a blank, a dreary waste — 

There's none to love, or love me ; 
Ah ! nevermore earth's joys I'll taste — 

The sky is brass above me. 

No gleam of sunshine lights the path 
That leads — I know not whither ! 

But blessing, cursing, love, or wrath. 
We'll sink or swim together 1 
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Were I but dead — but, no ! TU live, 
And heartfelt vengeance cherish ; 

Thy doom is seaPd! I'll ne'er forgive — 
A wretch like you must perish. 



Yes ! we'll together live or die, 
No power on earth shall sever- 



" It's time tae rise — losh ! some wad lie 
Asleep in bed for ever. 
Get up ! get up ! the whussle's blawn"- 

(I'U crush his subtle scheming) 

*' See 1 every blanket's aiFher thrawn" — 
(Dear me ! I have been dreaming !) 




Iti %. (Ktirm'a ^tairin, fiatttirk. 

SONNBT. 

'IS not in words express'd in measured lines 
That genius here is powerfully displayed I 
Those marble busts to nature true portray'd 

The poet proves in all their grand designs. 

See her who mourns the slain on Flodden field : 
The " leglin " listless by her side she holds, 
While deepest sorrow all her being infolds, 

And deathless love, now hopeless, is reveal'd 

The gifted Homer, and our National Bard, 

The "great known now," and other stars are here, 
Whose faces tell a dark or bright career : 

Joy stamp'd on some, with sorrow others marr'd. 

Here child-life, too, with flow'ry gems entwined — 

Grand product of the Sculptor's gifted mind ! 
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It is a prostitution of gifts for Christians to write and publish verses treating of 
worldly things^ and our desire is that the brethren connected with us do it not." 

/^ FOR a pen dipped deep in gall ! 
15^ O for scorching words of fire ! 
We'd make those bigots to recall 

Such a Satan-taught desire. 
Yet why should we indignant feel, 

Or indulge one wrathful thought ? 
O surely 'tis mistaken zeal — 

We'll forgive them as we ought. 
Still, passing strange it seems to be 

That a Christian must not write 
A simple lay of land or sea, 

Summer's bloom, or Winter's blight 
O for the heav'n-born poet's power 

To portray in words sublime 
The beauties of the meanest flower. 

That would last through lasting time. 
But feeble though our language be 

God's great goodness to express 
In measured lines of poesy, 

He will love us none the less. 
The great "I Am," the world who made, 

And pronounced it " very good," 
With loving heart shall lend His aid 

To the singing brotherhood ! 
However rough the Muse may be, 

He it was the gift bestow'd ; 
And while we're praising Nature, we 

Praise the Giver — Nature's God ! 
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/^ LASSIE, why delight in scomin' 
^Sf Him wha's heart beats thus for thee? 
Thy image haunts me nicht an' mornm', 

But thou'st not been born for me. 
Tho* ither lovers, too, are sighin* 

For the blessin' thou can'st gi'e, 
Twad seem thou'lt still, war thoosands dyin*, 

Pierce us wi' your scornfu* e'e. 

O bonnie Aggie, cease your scomin' — 
Tae my faithfu' bosom flee ! 

Had I but you my hame adornin'. 
What a blissfu' hame 'twad be ! 

O Aggie Lang, ilk heart's despairing 

Hopeless a' for luve o' thee ! 
Heart-hale thvsel' thou art nae carin' 

Tho' ilk lad o' love should dee ! 
Wha like thee ha'e form an' features, 

Or a step sae firm an' free ? 
The loveliest gem 'mang a' God's creatures — 

Thou art that an' mair tae me ! 

O bonnie Aggie, &c. 

The Simmer noo wi' floo'ers is cleedin' 

Ilka dell yince fair tae see. 
But, oh ! I pass them by unheedin', 

A* their beauty's nocht tae me. 
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Hooever gay ilk bud or blossom, 
A' their charms nae pleasure gi'e. 

For sad's the heart within my bosom ; 
Caused by Aggie's scornfu' e'e ! 

O bonnie Aggie, &c. 

The bonnie floo'erets noo adornin' 

A' aroond are fair to see, 
Sin' Aggie's thrawn aside her scornin', 

Gi'en her heart an' han' tae me ! 
Wha'e'er was blest wi' sic a treasure ? 

Nane can tell the joy that's mine ! 
My life is noo a roond o' pleasure, 

Croon'd wi' love an' smiles benign ! 

For bonnie Aggie's ceased 'her scornin' 
Dearest Aggie, kind an' true ! 

That peerless gem my hame's adornin'- 
Aggie Lang's my wifie noo ! 



%txu% t0 i&x. <^* %ts\iVi%ttsxitf an (Strinlmrglr %ariir. 

^"7T| LL hail, Edina's bard, to thee, 
^ ^ Who, thus inspired, the world can tell 
What Scotchmen were, are, and shall be. 
Who break'st the false un-English spell 
That seem'd to bind the soul of him 
Who deem'd that Scotia's star was dim ! 



# 



• The following verses were suggested on reading an excellent poem by Mr. A. Johnstone^ 
Edinburgh, entitled *' Scottish Worth and Genius," written in reference to a contemptible 
article which appeared in an English newspaper regarding the want of *' worth and genius " 
in Scotland. 



M 
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While snow-capp'd mountains cleave the sky, 
Our rivers run, an' streamlets flow, 

An' cairns shall point how men could die 
To save our land from Southern foe — 

And did it save ! While each exists. 

Brave hearts will beat in Scottish breasts. 

And there are those who yet will rise, 
E'en rising now to deathless fame ; 

'Tis even so despite the cries 

That " Scots are only Scotch in name ; 

Their glory's now for ever gone, 

For worth and merit they have none." 

But bide a wee — ^the bard shall prove 
How Scotia's sons in modem times 

Have wielded sword an' pen for love 
Of country, far in foreign climes ; 

And who shall say they'd e'er been there 

Had they first breathed an English air? 

Dear Scotland, where's the land like thee ? 

None e'er gave birth to sons more wise; 
And thou, my country, aye was free ! 

What coward slave could thee despise ? 
Who does, shall yet their spirits bend 
To own thy worth, unconquer'd land ! 

Edina's bard in words of fire 
Shall tell of Scotia's deathless might. 

And love of country will inspire 
His soul to bring its worth to light. 

While Scotchmen Scottish blood inherit, 

The world shall know their' worth and merit. 
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Ot WONDER what ails ma auld mither ava* 
^ At ilka bit lassie that works i' the mill ; 
Her tongue ne'er devaulds wi' her **Na, gae awa' ! 
I'd ne'er ha'e sic trash for a dochter-in-law, 
But keep them at airm's-length gin I had ma will. 

** They're puir feckless hizzies ilk yin o' them a', 

They naither can wash, bake, nor yet mend a serk ; 
Gif ye'll tak' a wife, jist stap up tae the Ha', 
There's Jeanie the hoosemaid wad ne'er say ye " na," 
A douce decent lassie that's up tae the merk. 

** Or what think ye, Tam, o' oor neibor neist door ? 

Tho' weel up in years she is young-looking yet 
A chance o the kind, lad, ye maunna ignore, 
For she has a guid pickle siller in store; 

Sae up an' awa', strike the aim while it's het ! 

'* But?gang whaur ye wull,fbring nae mill-lassie here — 
Tak' ye ma advice or ye'U rue't a' yer days !" 
" In silence I've listened, noo whisht, never fear, 
Aw'll bring hame a lassie yer auld heart tae cheer, 
An yin that is worthy o' a'body's praise ! 

" 'Tis no for her beauty, tho'^bonnie is she, 

An' brichter smiles ne'er play'd aroond a sweet mou', 
I've coorted her lang, and the mair that I see 
O' that lassie's worth she's the dearer tae me, 
An' nae yin in heart is mair tender an* tnie I 
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" I cairna for hoosemaids or neibours neist door, 
Ma ain weaver lassie's the wifie for me ; 
For hoose-wark I'd back her against hauf-a-score 
O' them wha je think that I shouldna ignore — 
Sae you an' I, mither, can never agree ! 

" She's eident an' thrifty, she's tidy an' clean, 
A guid-hearted lassie, baith bonnie an' braw ; 
We've lang lo'ed ilk ither, an' happy ha'e been, 
But happier years yet than ony we've seen, 
In some cozy cot, are in store for us twa !" 



'*Tf| LAS. poor Tom ! wi' grief to day 
(^ ^ My heart seems as 'twad melt away, 
For we maun at the gloamin' grey 

For ever part — 
Nae mair tae hear thy friendly neigh 

That cheer'd the heart. 

Whilst now I gaze, old Tom, on thee 
Wi' sadden'd heart an' tearfu' e'e. 
Thy past career in visions flee 

Athwart my brain. 
Thou then couldst scour across ilk lea, 

Unmatch'd by nane. 

When thou did'st hear the well-known sound 
Of merry hunter's horn resound 
Throughout the dell, how thou did'st bound. 
An' prance, an' neigh — 
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Stop, list, an' paw the very ground 
Tae get away. 

Afttimes I've felt a joyous thrill 

When lords an' lairds would praise thy skill 

At clearin' hedge, an' dyke, an' stile 

Tae prove thy breed, 
Syne bound oot-ower the steepest hill 

W lichtnin' speed. 

Nae monarch e'er could prouder be 
Of kingdoms great, than I of thee ; 
But time has chang'd baith you an' me. 

My trusty freen' ; 
Nae mair the sportin' days we'll see 

That we ha'e seen. 

Oor steps are solemn noo an' slow. 
Unlike oor spring-time lang ago ; 
Ay ! Time tae man an' horse a foe 

Brings winter drear. 
An' sad an' crazy eild bestow 

On ilk yin here. 

'Tis saxteen years an' mair sin, thou 
First clear'd wi' me yon highest knowe ; 
A moment more, on yon hill's brow, 

My gallant steed, 
Wi' hau: untum'd thou stood, but now 

Thou'lt sune be deid ! 

Alas ! the thocht gaes thro' my heart 
Like stab o' hunter's knife or dart. 
That we, poor Tom, for aye maun part — 
Ay ! part maun we — 
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Yet glad that I wi' gentle art . 
Aye treated thee ; 

Thy lang career will sune be o'er ; 

Poor Tom, when gone thou'rt then no more, 

For thee there's not that other shore 

Vile sinners dreed, 
Nor joy nor sorrow is|in store 

For thee when deid. 

If there had been a place of bliss 
For steeds that faithfu' proved in this, 
Bright endless years of happiness 

Thy lot would be ; 
Thy worth in words nane can express, 

Not even me. 

Ah ! who can tell — ^my auldest freen' — 

The sad, the bitter anguish keen 

That wrings my heart, while frae my een 

The tears will start, 
As mem'ry traces what thou'st been. 

An' what thou art'? 

Once gallant Tom, had I the power 

Tae keep thee till my latest hour, 

Nae ball should mak' thee topple ower . 

beyond remeed — 
Yon grassy lea would be thy dower, 

My fav'rite steed. 

But thou maun gae — ^poor Toxa^ farewell f 
That word noo breaks the mystic spell 
Which bound me to thy noble sel', 
My ance gude steed ; 
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Nae mair thou'lt scour ower hill an' fell, 
Wi' spunk an' speed. 

When thou hast breath'd thy last, I'll lay 
Thee 'neath the turf on yonder brae, 
Whaur heather-bells shall o'er thy clay 

In beauty bend \ 
Tae dogs thou'lt ne'er become a prey 

Tae tear an' rend. 

Then, fare-thee-weel, friend of the past ! 
One moment more, it is thy last ! 
Tears frae my heart are flowin' fast 

While rings thy knell — 
Thou'rt gone ! the fatal " die is cast " — 

Poor Tom, farewell ! 



CjlHALL we suffer thus for ever 
^f From Drink's deadly Upas tree ? 
Must our hearts with sorrow quiver — 
Shall we never more be free ! 

Yes ! the Templar banner's waving, 
And paths of love and duty we are paving, 
For thousands of our fellowmen we're saving, 
And shall save till our country's free ! 
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See 1 our brother"man lies bleeding, 
Sunk in deep despair and woe ; 

Whilst some pass him by unheeding, 
We shall save him from the foe ! 



Yes ! the Templar banner's waving, &c. 

Oft around our common altar 

We shall pledge ourselves anew 
Not to fail and not to falter, 

But through life prove ever true. 

Yes ! the Templar banner's waving, &c. 

Many bitter tears of sadness 

Caused by Drink we've wiped away, 
And with heartfelt joy and gladness 

We can sing this cheering lay — 

See ! the Templar banner's waving, &c. 

Let us faithful prove for ever 

Till our foe shall cease to be ; 
Then shall peace flow like a river 

When the Drink-bound slaves are free ! 

Still the Templar banner's waving. 
Beautifully, mercifully waving. 
Whilst thousands of our fellowmen we're saving, 
And shall save till our country's free. 
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l^an lattmson, m$ |o. 

" OJEAN JAMIESON, my jo Jean, 
^ Whaur ha'e ye been the day ? 
What mak's ye look sae sad, Jean, 

Wha's aye sae blythe an' gay ? 
There's surely something wrang, Jean, 

Your steps are sad an' slow ; 
It mak's me wae tae see ye sae, 

Jean Jamieson, my jo ! " 

"Atweel, gudeman, I'm tired oot. 

Ilk joint is like tae crack ; 
Aw scarce can gang, an' canna loot, 

Nor yet can straucht my back. 
For sic' a day we've ha'en, gudeman. 

The like o't ne'er has been ! 
Nae time had we for chat or glee — 

De'il tak' their new machine ! " 

" Jean Jamieson, my jo Jean, 

Hairsts noo are short an' sair, 
Unlike the past, when they would last 

For sax weeks, ay, an' main 
An', oh ! sic' fun an' daffin' then. 

When teeth'd heuks were the go ; 
'Twas lowsin' time ere yin wad ken, 

Jean Jamieson, my jo !" 

" But a' thae days are dune, gudeman. 
An' changed noo is the scene ; 
Baith auld an' young maun haud their tongue 
Frae sax tae sax at e'en. 
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There's nane has braith or time, gudeman, 

Tae crack or joke ava' — 
The hale day lang we're a' sae thrang 

Sin' heuks were thrawn awa'." 

" Jean Jamieson, my jo Jean, 

Let farmers say their say, 
They dootless think they're savin' clink 

Wi' this new-fangled way ; 
But, haith, they'll find it oot, Jean, 

A band-won rig's the go — 
There's nocht like heuks for cuttin' clean, 

Jean Jamieson, my jo ! 



^It^ARK ! list ! 'tis the sang o' the reapers I hear, 
O^ Hoo saftly the dulcet tones strike on the ear, 

Sae merry are they, 

Sae joyous an' gay. 
The pulse o' my heart noo beats time to the lay. 

An' see the bright sunbeams noo dancin' wi' glee 
On bright polish'd sickles, on ilk hill an' lea ! 

Frae mornin' till night 

The reapers delight 
In slaying the grain while the sun's shining bright 

The hairst is the most blessfed time o' the year. 
The brightest an' best, for it brings us guid cheqr ; 

The birds o' the air 

Come in for their share, 
An' dootless are thankfu' for what we can spare. 
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IVe gazed wi' delight on the bonnie Spring-floo'ers 
That deck oor waysides, breathin', "Beauty is oors" ; 

IVe look'd on oor hjlls, 

Oor rivers, an' rills — 
Those beauties when gazed on, the heart wi' love fills ; 

But the mantle o' green Nature's web i' the Spring, 
An' Simmer's gay floo'rets, the poets may sing, 

An autumnal sqei^e, 

Sae calm an' serene, 
Has beauties thae seasons can boastna, I ween ! 

Ler ilka heart join in a soul-stirrin' strain . 
In praise o' blest Autumn o'erflowin' wi' grain ; 

To prove we're content 

For blessin's noo lent, 
O let us rejoice for ilk gift that is s^nt. 




'HEY'RE flow'rs of the fairest. 
They're gems of the rarest, 
CuU'd fresh, and with taste, from the garden of love 
None knows with what pleasure 
O'er each golden treasure 
I linger'd till dusk in the Monk's Beechen Grove. 

Each poetic story 
Is lit with a glory 
That shines with effulgence deep down in the heart, 

* Poetical publication, by Cecil Macmbil Thomson. 
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Creating a pleasure, 
A joy without measure, 
So subtle the power of the mystical art. 

Long, long may that blessing — 

The Muse's caressing 
Be her's to weave bouquets that know not alloy ; 

Each bright song of gladness 

And sweet lay of sadness, 
Entwined, form a garland time ne'er shall destroy. 

Had I but the spirit — 

The poetic merit 
Of her whom the Muse has so gifted — what then ? 

I'd know that my pages 

Would float down the ages, 
A boon and a blessing to women and men. 




''Ill ^0rr0to n0 xamtltsx %\iuy 

'HOU comest not back, love, in sorrow I've sigh'd, 
Thou comest not back to me ; 
That e'en when we parted, hadst I but died, 

I'd sorrow'd not thus for thee. 
I've waited and watch'd with an aching heart 

My lover again to see — 
Oft in my dreaming thy voice makes me start 

Who art dearer than life to me. 
O if I but thought that untrue thou art, 

I'd sorrow no more for thee — 

No ! I'd sorrow no more for thee. 
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Thou promised to make me thy own dear bride 

X On a day now long gone by, 
But now in thy promise I can't confide — 

Why should the betrayed-one try ? 
For never, perchance, in that far off land 

Thou'st thought one moment on me. 
But stay where thou art on a foreign strand, 

And take whom thou wilt for me ; 
For another has sought my heart and hand — 

ril sorrow no more for thee — 

No ! 1*11 sorrow no more for thee. 

The bloom of the rose shall return once more 

To my cheek long wan and pale. 
And I'll love as IVe never loved before 

The one whose love ne'er shall fail. 
I'll ever prove true to the manly heart 

That loving and true shall be ; 
No more shall I feel grief's heart-stinging dart — 

There's pleasure in store for me, 
And thou who hast acted a heartless part 

I'll sorrow no more for thee — 

No ! I'll sorrow no more for thee. 



[AR away, far away from my native shore : 

My heart is sad to know and feel I'll see it nevermore^ 
Nor join again the merry band beneath the old roof-tree; 
But wheresoe'er my foot-steps stray, my heart shall cling to thee ! 
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Ever gay, ever gay in that land afar, 

I never knew nor grief nor care where shines bright Freedom's star; 
My heart was light in other years, unclouded was my brow — 
Oh ! could I but dispel the gloom that wraps my spirits now ! 

Brighter far, better far was that home to me 

Than any I have yet enjoy'd on this side of the sea. 

No friends are here to greet me now when daily toils are o'er — 

Oh ! how I miss my mother's smile that beam'd on me of yore ! 

Back again, back again I thought not e'er to be. 
But here am I, my native land, returned once more to thee. 
My heart is now no longer sad, nor need'st I to deplore — 
Oh ! while I live, my native land, Fll leave thee nevermore ! 



^0n0. 




The following Song was composed and sung, at the request of my comrades^ on the last 
night of the year i8s 4— composed while on sentry in the midst of a dreadful snow- 
storm, and sung in a shattered tent to my shivering 6ut dauntless-hearted comrades. 

Air — '* Therms nae luck aboot the hocse,** 

HO' we sit squatted roon' the tent, 
Like Turko Johnny here, 
Ilk kindly face shows we're content 

To welcome in the year. 
Sin' we ha'e drink in plenty, boys. 

Come, let us merry be : 
We'll ha'e a smoke, an' crack an' joke, 
An' sing oor sangs wi' glee. 

An' sing oor sangs wi' glee, my boys, 
An' sing oor sangs wi' glee — 

We'll ha'e a smoke, an' crack an' joke, 
An' sing oor sangs wi' glee ! 
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There's Roy will gi'e 's the " Highland Laird" 

An' "Jock o' Hazeldeati," 
An' Neil will sing us " Donald Caird" 

An' Burns's "Bonnie Jean"; 
Syne we'll forget the hardships a' 

We ha'e sae lately borne, 
An' happy be we've lived to see 

Anither New-year's morn. 

Anither New-year's morn, my boys, &c. 

Then, sin' we've met, wi' your consent, 

I ken ye'll no say na : 
Here's them wha's noo on pleasure bent— ^ 

Oor freen's, tho' far awa — 
I ken that they the nicht will drink 

Oor healths wi' three times three ; 
Then gi'e 's yer hand, we'll toast the land. 

The land o' liberty ! 

The land o' liberty, my boys, &c. 

But there's anither toast, my boys, 

We'll drink tho' we get fou' — 
Oor gallant chief, oor kintry's boast, 

Auld Colin, kind an' true : 
A braver never drew a sword, 

For braver canna be ! 
Then Campbell's health, lang life an' wealth. 

We'll drink wi' three times three. 

We'll drink wi' three times three, my bo^s^ &.C* 
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Oor ain Scotch lasses, tae, ye'U mind — 

We maunna them forget — 
For whaur's the Sail or Poll ye'll find 

Can match wi' Kate or Bet ? 
Tho' Eastern beauties, tae, look weel, 

An' gang baith trig an' braw, 
Oor ain Scotch lass they can't surpass, 

Nor equal them ava'. 

Nor equal them ava', my boys, &c. 

But, comrades, there's anither toast, 

Tae drink will gi'e us pain — 
Oor comrades wi' disease we've lost, 

An' they wha ha'e been slain. 
In solemn silence, then, we'll drink — 

The comrades we deplore. 
For they are gone, each spirit's flown, 

Their strife on earth is o'er. 

Their strife on earth is o'er, my boys, &a 

But let us hope while life we ha'e 

That we shall yet return — 
O may oor freen's ne'er see the day 

That they for us need mourn. 
Then, keep the spirits, up my boys. 

We yet shall croosely craw ; 
Come, let us gi'e cheers three times three 

For Scotland, lads, hurrah 1 

For Scotland, lads, hurrah, &c. 



In Memoriam Verses. 
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"TT* NATION'S tears are falling fast 
C' For one whose sun has set at noon 
Our Prince's death a gloom has cast 
0*er all the land, alas ! too soon ; 
Yet still his name shall grace our hist'ry's pag 
His deeds the theme of many a future age ! 

'Twas not on battlefields of fame 

He gain'd a nation's just applause, 
Not with the sword he carved his name, 
Yet still he fought in Britain's cause : 
He fought in aid of Science and of Arts, 
And all that comfort to the poor imparts ! 

Both rich and poor throughout these isles 
Now mourn our Prince's loss, I ween ; 
But time may change our grief to smiles — 
We may forget : not so our Queen, 
BelovM mistress of these realms of peace — 
Till death, her bitter sorrows ne'er shall cease 1 
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O joyless ending of the year, 

When hearts were wont to be right glad ; 
A gloom spreads o'er our bright career, 
For hearts once joyous now are sad : 
But 'tis a debt that princes too must pay — 
Kings, princes, peasants, all must pass away ! 




!l0rir (Slgir^. 



HE brave, the generous, an' the just has gane — 
The hero rests frae a' his labours noo : 
Stern death frae us oor noble hero's ta'en, 
An' Scotia mourns him wi' a careworn broo. 

Ye kilted sons wha hve tae tell the tale 

That ye in Alma's vict'ry took a part. 
Heartfelt wi' me will noo oor chief bewail 

Wha led us onward wi' a dauntless heart 

Methinks I see the agfed veteran noo 
As then I saw him, ere the foe we met — 

His "Forward, men !" the sternness on his broo, 
Are words and look that are remember'd yet. 

Again I saw him, ere we reach'd the foe, 
'Midst sulphurous smoke, and comrades lying low ; 

He cheer'd us on, and none, we felt, like he 
Could lead us on to glorious victory ! 
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He's gone ! No more the cannons' boom he'll hear — 

No more the hero's sword shall gleam on high- 
No more he'll charge the foe, nor list the cheer 
Of Scotia's sons, wh6 fight, rtor fear to die ! 

Saviour of India ! thou hast pass'd away ; 

But, though thou'rt dead, thy noble deeds proclaim 
That thou shalt live in British hearts for aye, 

For well thou'st earn'd a never-dying fame. 

England mourns thee lost ! Auld Scotia weeps ! 

The breezes, too, that sweep doon ilka glen 
Seem noo to wail a dirge for thee that sleeps 

In -death, 'mongst dust of England's ance-great men ! 

Thou wert a sdldier, and the soldier's friend — 

A chieftain born, a star to lead the way ! 
Thy mission's o'er ! now praise an' tears we blend 

For thee, our chief, who died to live for aye ! 
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"^WEVERMORE ! nevermore 
C^ On earth again thy form we'll see. 
Whose spirit has fled ta the- golden shore 
Where peace, joy, and bliss reign for evermore 

From sin and all sorrows free ! 



i 
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Nevermore! nevermore 

Thou wilt gladden thy parents now, 
Thy earthly career, bright and brief, is o'er ; 
Thou'rt gone I and thy loss they deeply deplore, 

Their hope, and their joy wert thou. 

Nevermore ! nevermore 

They will list to thy gentle voice, 
Nor lavish their praise on their loved one more 
For the love which thou for thy parents bore 

That made their fond hearts rejoice. 

Thou art gone ! thou art gone ! 

And many miss thy kindly smile ; 
Thy schoolmates, in heart, now mourn thee, each one. 
For sadly they miss their loved mate that is gone. 

Whose heart was aye free from guile. 

Thou art gone ! thou art gone ! 

Lamb of the fold thou art gone for aye ; 
Save our Father in heaven, alas ! there is none 
Can know the deep grief felt for him that is gone. 

The loved one, now pass'd away. 

Nevermore! nevermore 

Thy friends on earth thy form shall see ! 
Yet why should they mourn for thee gone before ? 
There is room for all on that boundless shore. 

Through yb/M they may come to thee. 
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(90r Satmie tirat's ahia • 

/■^ DINNA spare your tears, Mary, 
Ts^ But let them freely flow, 
For they will ease your heart, Mary, 

Noo sunk in silent woe. 
The bairnie we ha'e tint, Mary, 

We canna noo reca', 
Sae we the loss maun bear, Mary, 

Sin' daith is nature's law. 

We ochtna tae despair, Mary, 

Nor fret oor lives awa', 
But still ha'e faith in Him, Mary, 

Whate'er may us befa'. 
The treasure we ha'e tint, Mary, 

Has naething noo tae dree ; 
Frae future ills an' cares, Mary, 

Oor bonnie bairn is free ! 

Ay ! there's a couthie hame, Mary, 

Whaur hearts are never sair, 
An' bairnies like oor ain, Mary, 

Are safe for evermair ! 
What tho' the glories there, Mary, 

Are hid frae mortal e'e, 
What He said maun be true, Mary, 

Wha for a warld could dee ! 
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Ilk plaything o' oor bairn's, Mary, 

Lay carefully awa', 
The chucky-stanes an' doll, Mary, 

The skippin'-rapes an' ba' ; 
An' treasure up the lock, Mary, 

O' dark-brown curly hair ; 
I feel whene'er I see't, Mary, 

My ain heart growin' sair ! 

Ah, we are lanely noo, Mary, 

Sin' hush'd the merry glee 
O' her wha ever cheer'd, Mary, 

The hearts o' you an' me. 
But time will bring aboot, Mary, 

That change whilk comes ower a', 
Syne we through faith shall meet, Mary 

Oor bairnie that's awa'. 



C>f ORGET thee ? no 1 while life shall last 
^* I'll think of thee who in the past 

Ne'er ceased to care for me. 
Fond mem'ry cannot backward glide. 
Whene'er Time's veil is drawn aside, 

Without rememb'ring thee ! 

My infant years thou watch'd with jealdus care. 
Of wrong in youth thou taught me to beware ; 
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The pliant mind was moulded to thy will, 
Which made those years flow gently as a rill. 
Friend of the past, has this been ever so ? 
A bleeding heart in anguish answers, "No." 
The pliant youth the wayward man became — 
Though sad wert thou, thy love was still the same. 
When duty called, and we were forced to part, 
The world ne'er knew the anguish of your heart, 
And yet thou felt that in the fiercest strife 
No human power would rob me of my life. 
Thy prayers were heard, thy tears were seen to flow 
By Him who suffered more than mortals know ! 
And I returned, and thou wert gratified 
To see again the wand'rer by thy side. 
I dreamt not then what sorrow was in store 
For him who mourns thee gone for evermore. 
Yet why repine ? why heave the bitter sigh ? 
Soar'd not thy spirit to that home on high — 
Those realms of bliss which never know decay, 
Where joys abound and tears are wiped away ? 

Forget thee ? no ! while life shall last 
I'll think of thee who in the past 

Ne'er ceased to care for me. 
Fond mem'ry cannot backward glide. 
Whene'er Time's veil is roU'd aside, 

Without rememb'ring thee ! 
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V achin' heart an' tearfu' e'e 
We saw oor bonnie floo'ret dee, 
The darling o' oor hame was she — 
" Wee Daisy ! " 

Thy patt'rin' feet are quiet now, 
In silence o'er thy clay we bow 
An' kiss thy cold an' clammy brow — 
" Wee Daisy ! " 

Thy tiny shoes we've hid away, 
An' a' the toys that day by day 
Were prized by you in joyous play — 
'*Wee Daisy!" 

That lock o' hair we'll dearly prize, 
Secured when death had closed thine eyes; 
But that may fade — love never dies ! — 
"Wee Daisy !" 

We mourn thy loss, tho' well we know 
Thou could'st not blossom here below 
As thou in Paradise wilt grow — 
" Wee Daisy ! " 

But hope is ours, ay ! ours the faith, 
That when we draw our latest breath 
We'll soar beyond the power o' deaths — 
" Wee Daisy ! " 

To realms o' bliss that ne'er decay, 
Where floo'ers in beauty bloom for aye, 
We'll meet thee there some future day— 
" Wee Daisy ! " 
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